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PREFACE 


^"T^HERE have been other Omnibus volumes, ^buses 

-A poetical, historical, dramatical, fictional, ’buses with 
one large passenger (a Hardy or a Stevenson), ’buses 
with a hundred little ones, and those of so many 
different nationalities that one imagines the conductor 
must sell more tickets to the Tower of Babel than to 
anywhere else, except possibly Geneva. 

But has there ever been a ’bus so scarlet, gay and 
beautiful as this of ours ? Sir, M^dam, this is a holiday 
’bus, an enchanted truant of a ’bus that runs for ever 
and ever away from business into pleasure. The 
Company that runs it has planned its route not for 
instruction nor for betterment, but only to delight you, 
and though you may say that you and your neighbour 
and his neighbour would all face different ways if you 
were setting out to take your pleasure by reading, yet 
we believe that here is a vehicle that will take all three 
of you to your journey’s end. 

One word of warning : look out for bumps. Iv 
’bus routes run smooth and straight from star 
point to terminus. Most books pass sedately an 
the conventional order of numerals from page one to 
page a thousand and one- — or wherever it is that the 
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binding stops tbwn. Ibii im! kui 'Hu : : 

Book. All goes smoothly cnmipiniiiiil r-, • 

(that “street in Pariulise," as ,Mi. Pumh » .!' 
comes to an end on page .jo;. N'-w .on 
book would plod heavily on to page ujS. I'o? »< • 

a Pegasus-like flight, pass ' er a ..! ! kini i* 

the mystic letter B, and next loui!. h.toinua! g; i 
on page 3 of Miss (’lenience Datie's .su i ..- t 

on till you come to i(j4, ami then, l>) .mtuhrf uu; 
lous twist, the 'biuswiil double in its iracts .jm! »r! •, . , 
down at 8o for all the uoild as it it wt-rr plans' - • 

Snakes and Ladders. (Vmi'li liiid a unakr iu ri a! *- 
in Mr. Tomlinson’s country,} At Sy jinu- ,i 
fifty-page cha.sm to t,}7: at {41 >011 Ihkiu- r l».ni ! . 
7 again. And so on, and «« loiih. Ur <.! .»!! .t 
attempt to expLtin or excuse it, tor il i* onh !-•, 
gling so with the Magic of XuiufTm that ur ai ^ .odr 
to drive you so far for the snial! lare «•» . ig(n 
and sixpence. Therefore the (‘onipany rrscrii i ifir 
right to eject forthwith any passenger mi iimiil iKji I., 
cannot leap these numerical gtilf*. ami for iW 
Madam, Sir, you are made free of ihe 
1 Short Story, 

I lajng-short Story, 

3 Emye, 
jNoveh, 

S Sbtehei and 

9 Pttcms iM wtiH }» mif H b ! 
Omnibus is even now waiting to cwiwy ym. 

Tilt eWSMtet*!# 

P.S.—If you get lost, refer re Ac fndfw^ i. . . , . 
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terriblf cramped for space that I told Nurse slie could !c<‘ep 
her trunk in your dressing-room.” 

The young husband and father bows before the incvit- 
^le; but soon the trunk is joined by rhc sewing- iii.irhiiie. 
Then grandmamma generously but thought le.ssiy preseius 
the nursery with a rocking-horse; and to make room for it 
the sewmg-machine is joined by the linen-eupbo.ird-. 
which, as is pointed out, ought really to be kept in tlie b.i;.e- 
ment, only they’ve hardly got room to turn round there .is 

It IS. 


Then there is illness. Oh, nothing serious ; hut with tliis 
constant .shrinkage it is enough to drive tiie voung husb.uul 
out for three nights to his club. And uh’en he returns 
It IS to admit defeat. “I’m afraid you’re right." he s.tys' 
1 don t know where on earth the money’s to eoine ftoin, 
but we shall have to leave Greenery Street/^ ** ** 

says the young wife, _ who for months now has h>vn siding 

lul^ sad m a way, but I don’t see what else we can do." 

‘f * maiicintis crtieitv 

tile little house seems momentarily to expand to its orii-ina! 
propomons-taunting them with tlj they h.m h t • 

am of Jills ”^sfvfivr^% “/ * 

m ot this, says Mrs. Younghusband with a sieli. Mr 

Younghusband knocks out his pipe. “ It can’t be\floed *’ 

he answers abruptly. “ It’s no good pretending we i Wt 

all been infernally uncomfortable for months." 

boarH Within a week the agent’s notirc- 

baSs^nnMl^ T another pantechnicon van 

float S the°smi«*®'rr 

t £r,.:t 

empty rooms is Mr^YoSslmbaM^* pe«oa to leave the 
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to the aginif:^. f» flic f^tfirr hf 

in tile family tM! uiriiiifJh r / - ' * * 

He luid miMfit le pay 4 liiul te.i! i** ‘s. , * ; ^ ’ 

—osicmuWy to ilh-covri ii f , <■ 

Init at llte Li^t inoinriii ii'- ^ ■ ** , 

aiul the f.ilher uf ;i fjinily "- ■■hr rrah-r; iL^t u 1 - , '■ , 

For ;i!l the Imppy mriii«»rici whuii ihr h:t> i h : 

it hm‘ ahcMiiy hiH'imie Im riir,!ii". 11^ jJ*'-. *v. ! 

he rail iievrr Iwir it in rciiirti, Kciiiicr, th- v, /i;, . * 
allow it to .^er Imw iino'li, li*n%’ i^^riihlr lir ttiitnli, 

Alul #0, Ills ferl rrlithfii* tm lli«' rttipir !.€» 

quickly a\v»iy, !’‘<fr ilir bsi time hr uit liri il^r 4 ’ "Cf 

on ilir froiii-ijf«ii aiu! sHtns it hitiiinJ lutii, ««.rJv m: 

tlltiiiiiy hii liraJ, hr iiifii ihnui fhr liitr* #ici>"s jii ;4 
the rueciiiciii iiiiii ilie wjiiing uii* 

** ] wall! ytiii 10 go iirsf to t fihhofit jiui Iliilr i#ai 
tilr lioy»r^.igriil% -jiiii llirii ** 

Btil lie ciiiiinit, a! iliii iiipfrinr ftiuftirti!, l'ro.f ^ 

to litirf file ll•ifll^ of lii^ iirw 4fol a corv. I , * 4 

oaiely llir diivrr wtii» I'lmirtii flic . u j <1. - , r 

has iilrraily rrtcivr*L ilc ilAiiihcft «|iw*Af4. * ; »< 4 

itwdiiricryi ami away iliey go- ihr %si |.; , . ..j.-f 

from it» jiriHiio 

(iofMjdiyc, CJfecricr? Sirrri. 1 | * « *. Oci 

jaiiiig iiiarrird iir 4W»iii-fo*l^*iH4fi$f‘fl ' Lm% f 

awimiiHl ptuMcMiiiii u{ ihiiw Ijichln*). jiml wnH l 
yet 1>I(C iiKiic iniil.icr u¥cr ihe ttiiyi «,« litil< 


S 
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I T was in April — though on a day which, but for the tem- 
perature, was more like the May of a poet’s imagination — 
that Felicity Hamilton and Ian Foster first came wander- 
ing into Greenery Street. Felicity’s hands were not only in 
her gloves, but also in her muff, so that it is difficult to say 
why one should be so certain that she was wearing an engage- 
ment ring. Perhaps, after all, one only deduced its presence 
by the look in her eyes, or even more indirectly by the look 
in Ian’s. Perhaps — but in any case there it rvas, and there 
it had been for very nearly a fortnight. 

In the opinion of both contracting parties they had 
however, been engaged for a great deal longer than this ■ 
and— though no one else knew it— Felicity had slept with 
this same ring on her finger every night since the twenty- 
third of January. Since they had met each other for tJie 
first time on the eleventh of the same month, it was obvious— 
as they pointed out— how very well they must know their 
own minds. And yet there had been an alternative ex- 
planation to which, for nearly ten weets, Felicity’s parents 
had persisted in clinging. “ It is impossible,” they had 
declared, “ that you can pretend to know anything about 
hum And then, illogically and foolishly, they had issued 
an Order in Council to the general effect that never the twain 
should meet. 


At this stage Felicity had very sensibly wept, and the 
Urder m Councu was immediately amended. 

“ You may write to each other,” it now read ; “ and if 
after six months you are stifi in the same frame of mind, 
Aen-well,_we’ll see about that when the time comes.’’ 
The authorities clearly considered that in six months the 
whole affair would have passed into oblivion, and were 
conceivably influenced in _ this belief by their younger 
daughter s vvdl-known aversion to taking up her pen.’^ They 
totally failed to appreciate the different between writing to 
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one's father ami moilicr ami wnin^: ;** ^ ’ * 

credible as If may mmiul jlirv rnturiy *■" ■ 

C.tistt*!ic:f* fd I lie trlrjdioiir, ^ 

Frliciiy's aiiivitir?* dnrini! ’dir- 
accnialm|,^l)% ifi lie" 

fhrce letters fpeii iaii rerry iU%\ aise r.r%-rt t*-| -• *■ 
than tw'ih while nwh ilnw 4s tMwIJ 1; ^rr ■' sy " !■* ^ 
heavy ei>rrc‘SjHniih'nee alimef ^ ■ e- 

phniic cuphnat'il niider the ff*ml tUii» r \ t 1 * 

Htraiiye chain lif i'^*invi4eiH'r»i ihr had inr - 

— inn hill At im ihan ifvrii I'lsldn, |y?Hin ' t ® 

and tme ttiimrr jMtiv) «iiliiii i!m Inti tn»*!nl-i Ihr 
of ;d! this \v,w that they b«»th hr* Jiiir inotr ^ v- i 

evn ihaii whairvrr thrir iyiimamr im *nlnf in^n-'**. i; > 1 
ilid at least and tiiiliiinaiaMy iIkii *. -H \ 1 

\viihsiaiii!iii|^^ al! !riri|naiifiin ihoii|*jn ihr ntt^s nr- 
rrimtiiicd iiii.icL 

llic iifarrsi iliry hail rvff i'*4nr to Inral st I.. t^rffn 
oii the m*iMsiiin *4 ihr «iiir dinn^’r I h:n !.i, 

hilii hrcii A pii! tip jtdt , Inif innr n v •. h ^ t > 

with a iritiiii'ei 1*1 Irliiiiyh ov*!t i , fit i 'If 

hern iliilictili i«»:-rciiir 4 }i i%i5 d* 

Felicity had said 4l'trrwarJ%, Ihh Ihn i «?% I 

do it again. Ymi nr, it winihliFi rrallf l-r Ur . I U , * - r 

litii had iriiiaiiily agreni. fin no Ji, 4'tiiini, hr h ilrt 
dll ariyitiiiig itiai w-aHi’i ahriliiifly Imf. 

It had brcii ffi^diiliil fnn, ili«iigli Iljph.-f m. 
olfu ially hiowii »i* IliiHe Lciiip^i, miA t*## I n > 
elder lister ■’ luil hrfiaird liir 4 peilc«l hli%l 
IlfllCe li*lil 4ic*i%'ti iii llir |,iifi tl.f l ^#4 

iuHAHtly |‘ft tjird 4fit»|li»’f itrsTi fnair $ hmnih , #e4 
ilie fci'y rntifiiriii tliai Jiiitiri %i4t #^4 ilm 

gap Jl 4 d^di<Jppf%iipnl iiiirily ai liif^ fct'l l-#w» 

ijdfimi liifii Jiniihrf tfsfli# #? j 

hac'i drawing ' ri«iiiii i« ilie mujiiiiisf %m.** gmm%^ 

Diiriiig^ilirir fr»4iifi^rd jh»fis4r l^p ^md 
heutine iiiil uttue tenmm ilui tkry 1%#^ 

'nwii isiiiitii, M4 41 ilicy Iw4 *1^ Smmm Wl m lm$ w 
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corner of Felicity’s street b the same taxi, it was really 
, remarkably honourable of them to decide, as iluy did 
that the evening must not be repeated. If they were .it .ill 
influenced by the fact that three of the six dai)ce.4 were 
taking place during the follotving week, this .should ««» be 
set against their essential virtue or their unselii.ih coiisideta- 
tion for Mrs. Bruce Lennox. 


It was at these dances— though they had no iilca of it at 
the time— that Felicity’s mother had begun to weaken. 
There seems to be no fixed rule about chapcroin in 
dap ; and Mrs. Hamilton had been happy eiiough, during 
Felicity’s first season, to send her off alone- with the cab- 
fare tied in the comer of her pockci-handkerrliief-to 
parties where the general supervision of morals was left 
to such matrons as cared to turn out for an evening’s Bridge 
accompanied by the distant sound of dance inuiic. Some* 
times one telephoned beforehand, and saitf j •• you 

mind keying an eyt on my ^rl at the Ffoullcscs’ tliii even- 
ing f T^nk you re much,” Oftencr one left things to 
chance, _ with equally negligible results. 

But it had been on such an unchaperoned occasion that 
Fchcity had fim met Ian j and though it were hard to say 

£ ® f meeting, 

to tto— shown in inclination 

t return to the old tradition. He suppers were not, it 
was me, what they had been b her own young days, or 

yet she had osrtamly not found that thww eveninM had 

tCt on^spM also, to ohwin ^ulir evidenee 

W X* daughter was, as kriiiter had been before 

hS sab S m X H ‘^-1 1 ¥ ®**‘*'‘ Wtewni 

fafled to h M thWfli $im liad 

i. I. .fEt.‘"ij,a;ss; tt 
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looks— and more particularly what »he dr*cfihr«! n 
“ clciuinw ’’—had made a very iavamralde imp«rs!i«<K >.« 
her. 

“ Who,” she asked the iharcr td her wfa, *' t» thai • l. an 
young man I ” 

“ With Felicity f ” 

“ Yes.” 

“That’s Ian Foster." 

“Oh,” said Mr*, fiamihon. She hoUird hri 
and peered at laa through them. He looltcd ckaiwi than 
ever. 

Of courst! it was monstraui of Fclkity w dance wish hi« 
like this after alt that had hceii laid at hiiine. linsn «k»« 
it, then, that it was equally munttroua ol her «<M w* hat* 
introduced him to her mother I In fh* end tl »*♦ the 
second point which Mr*. Hamilton took up at lit# d#wt« 
away from the Maitcrtoni’ with a *l*rpy, mI«w FAiiy 
sharing the had teat of the family car, 

“ He kept on asking me to, mumini*," laid Felkisr, ** hwi 
it seemed so awkward.” And then, in quni ich Jtiemt i 
“ But I couldn’t pretend I didn’t know him, c»mhf | I ** 
Mrs, Hamilton left this prohlem in •octal crtqorn# 
unaniwered. 


** You couldn’t hdp liking him if fm katw hiia* ihnnifh,** 
eeheky added. 

The imroediate wult ^ It *0 wit liiaf wlwn hint 
Hamilton got home— >*t two n’doci te lilt mn ft tj #* -- fh# 
woke her husband up, only ,o find iImi «|i. hod 
(or eke had never known) what tht wai piiM in *•». fth* 
had^a strong feeimg that it wai hit duly, MtliMtf I** 4I»< 
closing anything that had haoptnmi, w oiw f*t»h Moral 
support In the stattd that wm ntinn m sift MiEidn*i ilni dnan 


"For heaven ’f take mtn tin 1^ 
m%v of the mat ter. ** How 4^ pm illwl 
get to sleep igain f ** And tdidfi. mD 
annoyed, he had MMttntly irfrmigd imi iom 
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Mrs. Hamilton continued to experience a vague seiiJ^ation 
of uncertainty and indecision for several day.% and fheri 
though without great hopes that any real gcHnl wetidd mine 
of it— she had driven across the Park to the nianniutih 


mansion where her mother, Lady Angmcring, sill! kept the 
flag of the nineteenth century nailed firmly to the ma^i, 
About sixty years ago, when Lady Angmering win a giif 
it was the custom for persons riding in at 

barouches to lean forward whenever the vehicle Htipped in 
traffic, so as to escape the possibility of injury friiiti tlir pole 
of the carriage immediately behind. Anti on ilie tare 
occasions now when she left the mammoth maiisitin, I,iidv 
Angmering still observed the same precaiuiom For ihoiigli 
carriage-poles might have vanished from the iirrcii of 
London, that was no reason— as she saw it— for abatidoinfig 
a habit which had served her so well in the past. 

Notwithstanding this and other historical survivals whicli 


^ made her daughter uncomfortable and her graiHlcIiildreii 
laugh, there had never yet been any question but that l.ady 
Angmering had decidedly got her wits about bcr. And 
whether or no she provided the mora! support fc^r wtiicfi 
Mrs. Hamilton was still searching, one might be certain 
that she would counsel nothing revolutiomirv cir raih, Ai 
this particular stage such counsel was, Mb, Ifariiiltiiii felt, 
exactly what she needed. 

And so^ tyhen she had climbed the mamnioili iiairase 
to the drawing-room, and had kiised her rooilier, iiid liad 
listened to the latest storv about Child, the biiiler~|iariof 
a vivid saga which had continued witlioui iiiieriniiiloii 
from the Victorian era— ^tnd when she had also § Iv'en i ftiji 
account of how she had occupied her time lince her hw 
visit, with sundry cross-references to how ill fhe pmmk 
whom she had met had occupied thir iiiiie--w'ltcfi| we 
repeat, she had completed these necesiary bill tuhtiufiiitt 
Mrs. Hamilton had ultimately added i 
Felicity ^ wanted to talk to ym ibout Wii 

“ Heh i ” said Lady Angmering. »• D«ar little Felldi y.*» 
8 
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(Slic was die un\y member <>f rhe faniilir win • - 

lumnat it “ Fltssty.”) " Wiiy di»e» *S.e nrvcr^. . -'i**- 
nio ? Why ilidii’t you briiiR her wiih v«.u ? " 

Nlrs. Ilamilimi eij'hiineil (n<r ih,i» Id iiiv 5 j .. i -• i 
wiih her granditimhcr last week {" So *he .ti.i 1 'r .* . i :i 
how fresh she vvai loukiny. lot*”), anil si-i.-.'.o i .ii 
panicnilarly haiin’t brotight hff lii day l-eianw tha 
to iliseu.is what she had licrn doiti^. 

“ Hfh ? ” repeated I-ady Anf,nteri«jg at iht» 

“ Dear little Felicity. She might lu get inarrwd, y m 
Like dear Daphne.” 

“ Mow likf mother to »ay that,” tlicMight Jkff*. f 
with growing impatience. And yet, after all, it had bnmjl.t 
them’ appreciably nearer the goal. N«l e«i«ily ih* ii»4 
of short cut which »he would haw choten, but tilU 
” 'fhat's juit what I came to we ytm abiwit, 

Felicity is talking of getting married.” 

“ And what dt»i llumpiirey lay I Jin'i he # 

Heh ? ” 

Wh.it a mbtakc it had been to inentkin it at all Mm 
Hamilton began so rabe her ¥<»»ce, |«»! a* if her mvi3-.o •»•##* 
deaF~'tho«gh a» a matter of fact »he k«»w qwiir mt'j 
Lasiy Angmcring’i hearing wa# ai good a« her m*n 
*' Humphrey liain't tnci ihif young wan," ah# 

” ! fe thinks he ought to hare ipoken to hte Imi.” 

” 'Fch,’* said I,ady Angmcring. *l^t% aiui iti« way m 
deal w-ith it. I ihould have tliought ilumftbfey uwnAl 
had more irn«,” 


AInmsr to her siirpriw, Ain, Amiitil iwmutt 

inwardly in agiecment. ifui ihe rttniitdeid hriwJf .J b*# 
duty, and wens on. 


** They’re Imih w young,” *he *«sgmtt!4 
” Ai! the better,” aay Lidy Angwiesfiif . 
the youtif man f Why dbem’i Fdkiiy h 
me ? ” 


*• Ibt *# 

if m $0it 


mow, for a I the ^reaiw of bgf Aim 

fbniiiton Me hemrlf gtttlaf 
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Mrs. Hamilton continued to experience a vague sensation 
of uncertainty and indecision for several days, ami tlu-n 
though without great hopes that any real good would (-(.uie 
of it — she had driven across the Park to tlic njannuftili 
mansion where her mother, Lady Angnicring, siiil kept the 
flag of the nineteenth century nailed finnly to the nu^t. 
About sixty years ago, when Lady Angmering was a gitl, 
it was the custom for persons riding in hnnurh.ims or 
barouches to lean forward whenever the vehicle stopped in 
traffic, so as to escape the possibility of injury front the pole 
of the carriage immediately behind. Anti on the i.iio 
occasions now when she left the mammoth mansion, I.ndy 
Angmering still observed the same preeauiiosi. Far tinntgii 
carriage-poles might have vanished from the streets of 
London, that was no reason— as she saw it— for abandon ijig 
a habit which had served her so well in the past. 

Notwithstanding this and other historical survivals which 
made her daughter uncomfortable artd her grandchihlten 
laugh, there had never yet been any question but ih.ii f.ady 
Angmering had decidedly got her wits about her. And 
whether or no she provided the moral support for wliicli 
Mrs. Hamilton was still searching, one might he certain 
that she would counsel nothing revolution.ary or raslt. At 
this particular stage such counsel was, Mrs. 'fLimihon felt, 
exactly what she needed. 

And so, when she had climbed the mammoth staircase 
to the drawing-room, and had kissed her mother, anti had 
listened to the latest story about Child, the butler- -part of 
a vivid saga which had continued without itiiermbiian 
from the Victorian era— and when ihe had also given a full 
account of how she had occupied her time since her last 
visit, with sundry cross-references to how all the people 
whom she had met had occupied tU$r time— when, ww 
repeat, she had completed these necessary but cslmtisthiij 
prdimmanw, Mrs. Hamilton had ultimately added ! 

“ Heh f ” said Lady Angmering. « Dear little F«lkliy.»* 

8 
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“ His name is Foster,” she said. “ And Felicity met him 

at a dance. But Humphrey says ” 

“ Tch,” interrupted Lady Angmering .again. “ N(!ver 
mmd what Humphrey sap. Is he a niee youtig man I Is 
he good enough for Felicity ? Has he got any money— 
any prospects f ” 

“ I — well, Humphrey — t|at is—wcll, really, I h.irdly 
know,” is the closest transcription which we can give of 
Mrs. Hamilton’s answer. She wished tliat her voice tiidn’t 
sound so much as if she were on the defensive. 

“Tch,” said Lady Angmering for the third time. And 
then she had switched the conversation to other matters, 
and had kept it there— firmly and skilfully— for ntsiriy half 
an hour. Only_ when she had rung the bell f«»r Child to 
show Mn. Hamilton down to the car, did she return to the 
subject of her grand-daughter. 

“ Will you give Felicity a message ? ” she said abruptly. 
“ Of couree, mamma.” 

“I’d like her to know that when site marries— I mean, 
naturally, with everyone’s approval— I have decided to give 
her my pearls.” 

There was no alternative bat to express the umm grati- 
tude on her daughter’s behalf, And yct-~d«pite the 
proviso which had accompanied this offer— Mrs. Hamilton 
left the mammoth mansion, and not for the first time, with 
an unwelcome feeling that she had in some way been out- 
witted. 

In the car she had decided that the message must be sub- 
mitted to her husband’s analpis and examination before 
It was definitely passed on. But Humphrey had been 
more like Humphrey than Lady Angmering had been like 
Lacy Angmermg* 

He walked round and round his wife’s sitting-room, pick- 

ing up knick-knacks pd purtittf them down tpin^ 
xedly at famdiar objects as though ht had uetcr iccii ilitiii 
before, and periodically tvvistmg hk mouth m mw rldtf Of tim 
otLer. This much accomplished, he hid t ** IW 

yes. I dare ^ say ''—which it wai im^ssiWi m ftprii «i 

m 
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throwing any real light on the affair— and then, with a 
sudden air of decisiun, he had aaked h.i a ilKfnu.mrsrr, 
taken his own temperature, and aruiomited ilwi iw 

going to bed. 

The exaspcniiftg and alnioit immShh pjfi id it %tii 
that he really bad gy| lie mstk n» fn 

hide the thermometer, arul in l«i than f%v«t h*mt^ itt tft 
deuce liati hevu coiifirmrd by the family dtM“iiir. li 
seem incciitctivtible ihsi anytitie ilKiyld htmg tlm 
oii himself by ilieer wilhfriitrr ; and fm ctinlJ f»iie uy tli«i 
aiivthiiiB wai ificciriceifible wliere Humphfcf 
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so dishonourably underhand. One might believe in coinci- 
dences up to a point, but in the thirty odd years of her 
married life she had learnt more about her husband’s attacks 
of influenza than any doctor was ever likely to discover. 
He had had one when she had first wanted to move into a 
bigger house ; another when she had asked him to buy her a 
car ; yet another when she was making arrangements to give 
a coming-out dance for Daphne. She had nursed him 
through these and others ; she would, of course, nurse him 
through as many more as he cared to develop ; but it must 
be clearly understood that in future an attack of influenza 
was an attack of influenza and nothing more. Never again 
(so she secretly declared) would she admit it as a contribu- 
tion to any argument in which she and Humphrey might 
become involved. 

That she had reached this decision more than once before, 
only to abandon it before the startling reality of her husband’s 
temperature-chart, should make no difference this time. 
The very second that he was well enough he had got to 
face the Foster problem, and face it like a man. We gather 
that at this point — although she was far from realising it— 
she had definitely swung (or been driven) round to Felicity’s 
side. 

^As a matter of actual fact, though, it was old Humphrey 
himself who — agoing a step too far at last — brought matters to 
a head. Daphne had come to tea that afternoon, and she 
and her mother were in Mrs. Hamilton’s sitting-room when 
Felidty suddenly burst in with indignation radiating from 
her like a shower of electric sparks. 

“ It’s too monstrous ! ” she said, in a shaking voice. “ It’s 
unspeakable ! ” 

What is, darling ? ” asked Daphne from the depths of 
her arm-chair. 

Felicity’s eyes flashed. 

« ^ did listen at the door,” she admitted; 

though it was open in any case. But do you know what 
fathers doing now ?/’ , 

Mrs. Hamilton’s hands fluttered uncomfortably. Daphne’s 
li 
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lazily-inquiring smik- furplka !l.«* 

asking nl! I'lowann- .rt ;1‘: 

afurunifutioncil family *" 1 '* '** it 'ii‘» !»•"• »'• 

South of Fraucf. Ih- know, nrrk.tly wr 1 n . qu.-- - ^ 
noccasarv, aiui wliai's murt- nhl l l*m am ««»ia l.«m y- ... .. 
cun, hut ■■but ”-~hcri* l.rr u.ur began m itrmbif 
“ lu‘ just aoesu't want ever t*. luvr to »cl«k myilur.i, »■->•. 

"Uaphiic, win. if »hr tM-rc cal like in he* b^iiim «*» '■'* 
less cat-like in the swift MuUlctmcs* u( her mowment*. «*s 
«n her feet in a flash. 

“’i'hat's all right,” she saia. He R** '» 

Hut lUJi until " . „ fk I 

“Daphne!” prt.leitea her mother. »•« Dayrme '*»* 

half ihruugii the amiiway alreaay. 

“Wail ihcie,” she sahl -ihiiugh no one *%*♦ aitrifil’im* 
to follow her— ana then, with the eliik «l • 

she hail gone. , 

In five minute* - five nnninc* of tjuur moci. so**t‘»« 
silence and icnsion in the litting rmnn «hr »**. I-*, k ifsiw 
“ IVe dont! the trick,” she annouiucd to the >n gmet*! 
** Don’t a*k me how.” 

There vvai no need to a*k her how. It %*** w »l.*i 

the means consisted limply of moral cistirage th»*Mih of *!*•«• 
kiml tif moral courage svhkh cannot rthi where people *ie 
living under one roof. 

“Oh. Daphne," m4 Mr*. Hamilton. *ti!l no»«»»»5f hef 
kinds; “ I do hope you weren't mdr" 

“ Not in the Iraif," said Daphne taJmly. ” Kew* 
politer in my life." And then, turning i*» her 
sister : “He »ay» you can have him l»» dmort any i«%«4 wai 
week that you like," 

'* You mean ■-you mean Ian f " 


Daphne amiled iniichkviMttiy. 

** I helfcvie that vtm ike nanti*' lim mmm4, 

** Oh ! " cried Feilcifg. ** mUmwmIc I Hu fm 


Daphne 
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Rot/’ said Daphne, now searching for something on the 
sofa, 

« But ” 

“ Rubbish. Has anyone seen my bag ? Oh, there it is.” 

You’re not going, Daphne ? ” from Mrs. Hamilton. 

“ Must,” said Daphne. “ Late already.” And then to 
Felicity again : If you come back with me, Til show you 
that what’S“its-name.” 

A typical utterance, this, from Mrs. Lennox, who could 
seldom bear to say anything straight out, and yet could 
never trouble to invent an adequate disguise. Felicity 
understood, correctly, that her sister wanted to speak to 
her alone. She accepted the vague invitation at once. 

In the taxi, however. Daphne’s mood had changed. 

“ For heaven’s sake don’t keep on thanking me,” she said. 

^ “ I only did it because — well, because I wanted to, I sup- 
’ pose.^ Besides, father only said he’d see him. We never 
mentioned the word ^ engagement.’ ” 

But of course it’ll be all right, if once they meet,” said 
Felicity confidently. 

Um, ’ mused Daphne. That depends on what you 
mean by ‘ all right.’ Marriage isn’t all jam, you know.” 

This sinister reminder had about as much effect on 
F elicity as a drop of water on a furnace. 

So don’t blame me,” added Daphne, if you’re sorry 
about it afterwards.” 

Oh, but of course we shan’t ever ” 

CM course not,” mocked Daphne. And then, as 
Though suddenly ashamed of her mockery, she leant out of 
the window and gave a quite unnecessaiy direction to tlie 
dnver. WTien she sat down agam, her fit of cynicism 
seemed to have passed. 

Xft * 41 ’.** ^ you’ll both be terribly happy. 

t. fumbling in her bag^for 

small change. Perhaps you’d like to use my telephone ? ” 
shyuggested. “ Only don’t take more than half an hour.” 
la^s Dapiae’s house that felicity rang up 
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2 

Strictly speaking, of course, it was no more Ian Foster’s 
oiEce than that of the young lady who received and passed 
on Felicity’s call. However, don’t let us split hairs. Ian 
drew a monthly cheque of twenty pounds, sixteen shillings 
and eightpence for his daily attendances at the place, and if 
that didn’t make it his office then one would like to know 
what could. As to what he did for this money, that is 
neither here nor there. He was supposed to be learning 
the business ” — a process of education which bore a con- 
siderable resemblance to the old-fashioned method of 
learning to swim. In that method, you may recall, the 
^ pupil was dropped into a river, lake or ocean, and the instinct 
" of self-preservation was supposed to do the rest. In Ian’s 
case he had been dropped into the City and left to develop 
a complete knowledge of its practices and pitfalls by coming 
into collision with the one and falling abruptly into the other. 
In a busy business no one had ever had time to do more for 
him than this, and on the whole it hadn’t panned out so 
very badly. In the course of three years he had learnt 
enough to be able t o do nearly all the work of the man imme- 
and to ma£^e tJEie man immediately bdow 
him do almost ail the work that he was supposed to jiSL 
1 his system is known as ** effacient co-ordination"^ 
and carried to its logical conclusion implies that the head of 
the firm does no work at all, and that the junior office boy 
is ultimately responsible for everything. ^ Roughly speaking, I 
t^ sums up the position in any smooth-running organisa- | 
tion. 

In rare moments of introspection Ian was aware that he 
loathed this work, but for the most part he took it as it 
came, played golf twice every week-end and was reconciled 
to his place in the universe. Besides, with the handicap 
of six years at a public school and three years at a university, 
he was lucky enough — and knew it — to be earning anything 
at alL , ' 

One day, if all went well, he would drop into a partner- 
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ship. But this wasn’t the future that he dreanit of. That 
vision— until Felicity turned up— showed him niirac-iihunlv 
transported to a job in the country. Something to tio uii it 
horses; something where one went about in old clothes, 
with a couple of dogs at one’s heels — setters, very likely, or 
cocker spaniels. Meanwhile he lived in lodgings, and^ drew 
what comfort was possible from the interc.sted alfeciion of 
his landlady’s cat. 

But in Felicity’s mind, as she waited to hear his voice 
on the line, it was Ian’s office and Ian’s office alottc. A 
composite picture which drew something from her niaihcr’s 
bank, something from the stationery department at I larrod’s, 
and a great deal from the business scenes in American films. 
Ian would thus be sitting at an enormous roll-top desk, 
covered with telephones and paste-bottles and carilbo.ant 
boxes, in a vast apartment with a quantity of glaas-panelkd 
doors. A tape-machine would be disgorging into a high, 
narrow waste-paper basket, and a number of minor charac- 
ters — vaguely identified as “the staff” — would keep run- 
ning in and out of the glass-pancOed doors, rather like people 
in a farce. As for the atmosphere of the place, that would 
be charged with a tense, electrical excitement. 'Fhe words 
“ My God, I’m ruined! ” or “ Thank Heaven, we’re saved ! ” 
would be heard there twenty times a day, hut in either 
case Ian himself would remain imperturhahly at his viesk, 
calm, serious and — and perfect. The last adjective wai for 
private consumption only. 

Actually, of course— but then who wants an actual des- 
cription of an insurance broker’s office ? Let m merely 
record that Ian’s room had originally been part of a corridor, 
that the light of day could only reach it by means of a 
reflector hung outside the window, and that in order to 
get his knees under the little table at which he worked, 
its four legs had to be supported on four volume* of company 
reports. Romance had never yet entered it, save by the 
tangled green cord of the solitary, antiquated telephone ■ 
and even by this route on^' since the twenty-third of January, 
“ Can I speak to Mr, F<Hter, please f ’* Felicity had iAed 
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her usual unnecessary and unsuccessful attempt to 

sound li^e nobody in particular. A moment’s agonising 
suspense ; and then — utterly satisfying — Ian’s slow, low- 
pitched and unmistakable “ Hullo ? ” 

^ ‘‘lan! Ian, it’s me. No; wait. Ian, something won- 
derful has happened.” As an afterthought : “ Ian. Are 
you alone there ? ” 

Yes. Absolutely. But what is it ? ” 

Felicity explains — breathlessly, confusedly, and with the 
cart so constantly before the horse that Ian is left protesting : 
“ But you said we oughtn’t to dine there again.” 

No, no. Not at Daphne’s. Can’t you understand f 
It’s father. He wants to see you. He wants to talk to 
you. 

“ About us ? ” 

“ Yes, of course. Ian, I know it’s going to come right. 
And he said, ‘ Any night next week.’ Could you manage 
» 

Monday ? Of course. Shall I wear a black tie ? ” 
The amazing (though fascinating) conventionality of 
men 1 

Never mind about that. Ian, I expect father’ll want 
to ask you about your income. What’s the most you can 
say without actually telling a lie ? ” 

The amazing (though fascinating) dishonesty of women ! 
“ Oh . . . Well . . Ian’s voice now suggests — cor- 
rectly — that he is stabbing at a blotting-pad with a paper- 
knife. 

“ This is what I mean to say,” Felicity explains. It’s 
rather important that we should come out with, the same 
thing.” 

“ Oh, quite. Of course it is. Well — look here — perhaps 
I could see you ? ” 

^nYhen ? ” 

“ I meant some time before — before ” 

“ I daren’t risk it, Ian. It’s all absolutely touch and go at 
the moment, and ” 

But look here. Here’s an idea. Couldn’t I come a bit 


17 



*GREENERy STREET 


early on Monday evening— I mean, sort of accidentally, as it 
were — and ” 

“Just a minute. I must think.” Silence for seven 
seconds, and then : “ Ian i ” 

“ Hullo f ” 

Yes. Come at ten minutes to eight, and I’ll be in the 
drawing-room. That ought just to give us time.” 

“ ril be there.” 

“ And, Ian ” 

“Yesf” 

“ Lay it on as much as you can about your prospects. 

1 ell him you’re bound to be a partner quite soon. I ’ll back 
you up, you know.” 

Oh, rather. But, I say, will he think anotfier ten or 
nfteen years ‘ quite soon ’ ? ” 

“ Don’t teU him that. Keep it a bit vague—jf you gee 
wiiat 1 mean/ 

1 11 do my best, ’ says Ian obediently ; and then the 
conversation becomes so confidenti.il, not to say iii.iudiin. 
that further transcription must be abandoned. Much of it 
IS occupied with ascertaining such points as whether the 
letter wntten by the one party yesterday morning was an 
answer to the letter wntten by the other party on the 

w^«her it was an independent eJusion 
whichhad missed its proper post. The two parties also take 
pains to renew certain pledges of affection, which have now 

die'^iSvhSXnrif ? “7 orcumsrances 

tion to tto, each party embarks on a valiant attempt to 
desenbe the effect on him or her of the other Party w!ce^ 

SeSr the Enghsh ton^e ultimately 

X t . And finally--~<jaue m thoygh it wcr« tii ctitirelV 

poSence.'"^'”'^*'^ 

“ Ym Is? ‘p?* m Felicity, 

fact, ^ ’» * ««i«r U 

Oh, no 1 Haye you f How sweet ai you t 
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Had you written to me ? 

Yes. But rU try and write again — ^if I possibly can.’’ 

You will, won’t you ? I say, did you get the letter 

I . . 

But we really cannot go on wasting good paper and ink on 
dialogue like this. 

3 

The ten-minute conspiracy on Monday evening had 
shown the financial position to be as follows. Ian’s earned 
income (“ Only mind you say you’re expecting a rise ”) 
was two hundred and fifty pounds a year. His unearned 
income, paid quarterly by the lawyers who acted as his 
trustees, was another three hundred pounds. It ought to 
be more,” he explained, but it’s all tied up.” 

“ What a shame ! ” said Felicity sympathetically. “ Can’t 
anyone — anyone untie it ? ” 

Ian didn’t think this possible. It was in my governor’s 
will,” he said. 

Well, never mind. It sounds awfully safe that way.” 

“ Oh, yes,” Ian agreed. It’s as safe as houses.” He 
made a fresh effort at concentration. “ That means,” he 
went on, “ that I’ve got five hundred and fifty ” 

‘^Call it six hundred,” Felicity threw in. 

— only, of course, there’s income tax to be remem- 
bered.” 

“ Of course said Felicity cheerfully. “ But father won’t 
need to be reminded of that. He never thinks of anything 
else. And is that all ? ” 

‘M’m afraid it is.” 

Well, father gave Daphne three hundred a year when 
she married,- and I can’t see any earthly reason why he 
should give me less. And six and three is nine— why, Ian, 
we should huve practically a thousand pounds a year ! 
Shouldn’t we ? ” 

Well ” 

“ It’s a fortune ! 

« Yes, but ” 
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“ How much is it a month ? ” 

Ian scowled, muttered something benSath his breath 
and practised five-finger exercises in the air. 

“ About— about eighty-five quid,” he said finally. 

Felicity was overwhelmed. 

“ That’s more than four times the allowance I get now,” 
she exclaimed. “ And there’d only be two of u.s. 

“ Yes,” Ian admitted. “ But then you’re living at iiomc.” 

“ Well, wouldn’t I be living at home if we were married ? ” 

“ Of course ; but ” 

“ And everyone says it’s cheaper for two people together 
than separately; and, besides, we shouldn’t need nearly 
such a large house as this.” 

Ian was intoxicated by her enthusiasm. Moreover, it was 
the unknown Mr. Hamilton’s busine.s8— surely not his— to 
throw cold water. He summed the situation up In a way 
which both he and Felicity found entirely satisfactory. 

“ You’re an angel,” he declared. And, with a hasty 
glance at the doorway, they embraced each other as 
passionately as the tulle in Felicity’s dress would permit. 

A moment later, when Mrs. Hamilton came into the 
room, her daughter was standing on a footstool before the 
fireplace — doing soinething to her hair with the assistance 
of the convex looking-glass — and her future son-in-law was 
examining the binding of a novel on the little table by the 
sofa. 

Felicity turned round, and stepped off her eminence. 

“ This,” she somewhat superfluously announced, is Ian.” 

Mrs. Hamilton and Mr. Foster — to each of whom the 
other appeared slightly out of focus—contrivtd, notwitli- 
standing this obstacle, to shake hands. They followed this 
action by the exchange of a few quite unintelligible words, 
after which achievement they laughed, realised that iliey 
were laughing, disliked the sound of it, and stMped. 

Ian then said that it was very cold. 

Mrs. Hamilton agreed that it was very cold, but adtird 
that she always found these houses very warm. She spiike, 
for some reason, as if she had spent several yean in every 

m 
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m .1.. .-.ml ;!■” “f, 

wW cui f -w tluu sh« h.^in’t Ilic (4ii,irn i.lr* At O 
i„.“t !» K„ik.i, -vi,|, ,i,c u.m™> 
linuse faced due west ; ami ihe th»t iuh>i» ^ 

mimt h ivcl iuiwii tliH too, but hid pfo(«r»*cd Igtiotiiicf * 

rru»"a«rm«ie i-;. fd u. 

ever. I'he rcMiitt iwiiiiinittg Mmw liw f ^ 

Kr lie said!. ** ** *1.1 

** Do %it cidwru wciii’t ¥«« I ” liiicfrii|tied hi* 

■■ M, i-A ”"k y»- ?— '■ »' ‘'f" “J '^"X 

of explaining that he never «» do«n, J’*’*"*’*^ 
checked himself |ust in time. I he next iinc»v*l .4 i«ii 
sciousness revealed the fact that he K-.»i tilling down 
“Er,** he began again. ’‘Have y«M 1 mtm, •lid y«» 



Tim time Fdicitv cm him ihori. 
« Thereat father " she »aid. 
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Infernally cold/^ he observed. And then ; ** Can 
drink Burgundy ? 

Ian’s neglected hand seemed to swell to gigantic propoa^^ 
tions, and he lowered it quickly. Then^ as no oik: 
answered this enquiry, he realised that it was athl rested tc:;i 
himself. 

Oh, yes — of course^ — ^rather— anything you liked^ Ix^ 
replied hastily. 

Old Humphrey nodded again. 

“ Fll tell them, then,’^ he said, and prepared ta make 
immediate escape. 

It would appear, however, that he must have discovereel 
the parlourmaid on the point of entering the room ; for 
stood in the doorway, with his back turned to the computiy 
while confidential mutterings drifted over his ihoiildors^ 
Ian looked at Felicity, and she screwed up her mouth for a 
foction of a second. YouVe made a tremcnchiui impres- 
sion on. both of them” was the translation of tliii signal.. 
He knew that it couldn’t be true ; but he lovcil her so 
terribly for pretend.ing .it, that it was all he could do not to 
say so aloud. 

Old Humphrey ca.me in again, leaving the door open. 

That was dinner,” he explained. ** Shall we iro 

down ? ” ^ 

Mrs. Hamilton went first ; then Felicity. The two mea 

both hesitated. 

Cut along,” said oM Hump.hrey. ** Fm goinf to tura 
out the lights.” 

Oh, but can’t I 

^^No,no. radoit” 

Snap ! went tlieswitchcs, one after inothcr. Ian couldn’t 
decide w^tte to wait for his host or to follow hii hmmt, 
tie spilt the difference by lingering on the upper tarn of the 

stairs. 

“ Ah f ” said old Humphrey— emerging from the darkened 
drawing-room wth an air of accomplishment. A» ite saw 
Ian. he b<^n rubbing h» hands together agak. 

Damnably cold house, tha,” he said. 
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Ian found it quite impossible to discover an answer. 
As the best way out of the difficulty, he resumed his progress 
down the stairs. 

The scene was thus definitely transferred to the dining- 
room, with Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton at the two extremities 
of the table, and Felicity and Ian facing each other at the 
sides. For a moment everyone present seemed to be testing 
the atmosphere. “ Is it more or less embarrassing and 
nerve-shattering down here than it was upstairs?’’ they 
appeared to be asking themselves. Silently and simul- 
taneously they reached a unanimous finding. Infinitely 
more. 

Yet with this discovery three of them, at any rate, found 
the courage of despair, and dashed headlong into a triangular 
conversation of which it is extremely fortunate that no 
record remains, Ian particularly distinguished himself. 
Woids flowed from him as from a fountain, and though he 
was convinced that he was exposing himself as an ignoramus, 
bore and chatterbox with every sentence that he uttered, 
his nervousness made him completely unable to stop. He 
shouted the other competitors down. He began sentences 
which he forgot to finish. He expressed violent opinions on 
subjects which had never previously entered his head. 
Worse still, he made a number of statements which he knew 
(and felt that the others knew also) were entirely untrue. 
At rare intervals he tried to check himself by eating ; but it 
was in vain. “ Can they possibly understand that Vm not 
really like this ? ” he wondered ; and instantly his inde- 
fatigable voice would plunge into fresh excesses. 

As for the fourth member of the party — old Humphrey — 
he never once raised his eyes from his plate. Yet for all 
this, he loomed mysteriously and oppressively over the whole 
table ; a conversational vampire, who drew the vitality from 
his companions and yielded nothing in return. His un- 
broken silence seemed in a way to make more noise than the 
united babblings of the other three. It was this that they 
were trying to vanquish ; this which at the same time urged 
them on and dragged them down. How could they possibly 
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tell that he was tr7ing desperately to liml a vvay intu the 
dialogue, only to be baffled again and again by its sy.-cd, its 
confusion and its lightning change of aubjea f 

Imperceptibly they approached the ihroliuld !tt tin; ihirJ 

act. The dessert had teen mangled and ihonvii aside. 
The attendants had served coffee and vvish.liaw.n. Sud- 
denly Mrs. Hamilton pushed back her fh.iir. “ I buy wy 
interesting!” she replied to the visitor’s last and most 
pointless observation, and then quickly— before he could 
come back at her— she rose to her tcct. 

“Humphrey,” she called down the tabic ; “ we’ll leave 
you two to talk to each other,” ^ 

The moment had been inevitable. Was it not the very 
cause and origin of the whole dinner-party f And yet, ai 
it was thus formallv ushered in, a lw*»k of pinic-itricken 
appeal spread over old Humphrey’s features. 

“ Eh ? ” he gasped, stru^ling on to his legs. Ian had 
shot like an arrow to the door, ana wai holding it tipcn. 'bbe 
mother and daughter passed out— the daughter again 
sending that encouraging litile message from iwutly pursed- 
up lips. For a second it alm<»t looked as t hough t he Vad of 
the mmily would dash after them ; but at the last moment 
he dropped heavily into h» seat. Ian, feeling far mow dead 
than alive, managed to dose the door. •* Now, tficn,” he 
thought ; and he tottered back to his chair. 

Old Humphrey, with the manner of a cautious dicis- 
player, leant forward and pushed a cut -flail decanter 
towards his guest. 

“ More port f ” he TOf^eitcd j inaccurately, since the 
guest had declined a pterous offer fiom the paiiourmatd. 
However, there was no point k eipl«iniii| that. 

“ No, thank you, sir,” said Ian. And he ilW the decanter 
back a^ain over the mahogany, tent t Love ill. 

A faint roaring sound, whfch had been drownvil hitherto 
by the brilliant conversational display, began w j'vnu^aic 
the room. Ian shifted h» angle. df vhlon from » tilver 
match-box, and identified this lound aa btina cauxed by the 
gas-fire. Wonderful how they’d improvtfd tbwe fires during 
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the last few years. Wonderful - Ha-h n ! H- 

fcttini? hypnuthi'd hy the hcanly »»e i*'**'^* 

fyes away (luickly-only to find them Incd and 

his host..* » . I . 

Two feebk; and apuloKCtic smtk-* met in mid au, i *<» 

each other out, and vanished 


[■ r- 


wid tan; tnu old Humjhrey had 


■1. 


the same moment, and he inilantly gave 
“Looking at that gai-firc f old Hwmpho'v 

askeci 

“ Very convenient thiiigi. Save a lot of wurl eod 
all that son of thing. . . . Servant* don’t hie 


V. i’ 

I 

! ' 1 
r':,- ■ 


h«d 

ah 

Vm, 


though.” 

“ No ?” said Ian. 

“No. 1'hink they give ’em headache*. AlwolMle too 
bhh, of course; hiit—ah—cr. . . /* And her* ihit lively 
little discuttion, wlueh had h«lcd at though it tnight m 
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tell that lie was trying desperately to find a way into the 
dialogue, only to be baffled again and again by its speed, its 
confusion and its lightning change of subject ? 

Imperceptibly they approached the threshold of the third 
act. The dessert had been mangled and thrown aside. 
The attendants had served coffee and withdrawn. Sud*" 
denly Mrs. Hamilton pushed back her chair. How very 
interesting 1 she replied to the visitor’s last and most 
pointless observation, and then quickly — before he could 
come back at her — she rose to her feet. 

^‘ Humphrey,” she called down the table ; “ we’ll leave 
you two to talk to each other.” 

The moment had been inevitable. Was it not the very 
cause and origin of the whole dinner-party ? And yet, as 
it was thus formally ushered in, a look of panic-stricken 
appeal spread over old Humphrey’s features. 

“ Eh ? ” he gasped, struggling on to his legs. Ian had 
shot like an arrow to the door, and was holding it open. The 
mother and daughter passed out — the daughter again 
sending that encouraging little message from swiftly pursed- 
up lips. For a second it almost looked as though the head of 
the family would dash after them ; but at the last moment 
he dropped heavily into his seat. Ian, feeling far more dead 
than alive, managed to close the door. Now, then,” he 
thought ; and he tottered back to his chair. 

Old Humphrey, with the manner of a cautious chess- 
player,,^ leant forward and pushed a cut-glass decanter 
towards his guest. 

“ More port ? he suggested ; inaccurately, since the 
guest had declined a previous offer from the parlourmaid. 
However, there was no point in explaining that. 

No, thank you, sir,” said Ian, And he slid the decanter 
back again over the mahogany. Score : Love all. 

A faint roaring sound, which had been drowned hitherto 
by the brilliant conversational display, began to permeate 
the room: Ian shifted his angle, of vision from a silver 
match-box, and identified this sound as being caused by the 
gas-fire. Wonderful how they’d improved these fires during 
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the last few years. Wonderful ~ J’**'^*, 

p-etting hypnotised hy the Iwj’.lly flung e )'■**'' ^ ■ 

fyes away^ (iukkIy--on!y to find ihrm !i»r.l and 

^^‘d'wo feeble and apuhtgcfie smiles mef in mid . air, » aw r'dr 

each other out, and vanished. 

“ [.> ’* f.aid t.in; but old llunij'hrry Iwd 

the same nioment, and he insiatuly gave ivav, 

“Looking at that gai-fire f ’* old Humf 


si 


Ii#r% 




asked. 

“ Yes,” said Ian. ^ . 

“ Very convenient things. Save a loi of »»«»• •««» »o 
all ih.it sort of thing. . . . ServauM don « W# e«. 
though.” 

“ No ?” said Lin. ,, , 

“ No. Think they give 'em headache*. Ahtdiiie i«l* 
bish, of course ; but—ah— er. . . And here sl»»* hveiy 
little discussitin, which had Imikcd »* though it iBtght p# 
kept goitig almost indefinitely, suddenly collapsed, IM.! 
Humphrey's voice faded away into a faint moan . iImm# 
ceased altogether, 

“ Perhaps he’s waiting for me to h«fin,‘* thought l»i» 
And he tried— Heavens, how he tried !— to r«*U tier s.<|‘en 
ing phrase of the statement which he had h**it piefasteii 
for tlie last three days— that logical and unawweiahl* apfral 
which was to clinch the maf»ef of hi* ett|age«ieni, 

Tloink God ! He’d got it. 

“ I know ynu’l! think it asvful cheek,” It hqpifi. ” I l»«n* 
pu’ll think it awful cheek, hut—” But what f W'Km 
liad happened to the fi»i of it I ** I knot* y«*u*ll think . . ,** 
tie glanced hastily acrcM at hia host. CBd Huiti|thse|r'* 
mouth was wide open, his head tea* idled e^ht iMSth, and 
he was gating— apparently— at the etflinf. 

Forgetting ail about hi* search for the 
Ian followed that myate^ui into fh« dhn eho** 

the pictufc-rid. And there M dBwwwid—e# Mcetd h# 
li.id discovered —the ^ieet at telMch it tMi #pm«4 An 
sneieni oar, depeodeat wm liqip Mi iMf «dll| aiMi 

m 
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adorned as to its blade with the names and weights of its 
long since disbanded crew. 

This vision came to him like a sign miraculously set in 
the sky. 

“ Is it — did you ’’ he began, loudly and incoherently* 

Eh ? ” said old Humphrey with a start. 

‘‘ That oar up there. I suppose — ” 

Yes, yes. Been on my walls for — well, well ; let’s call 
it forty years. They can’t make ’em like chat now ; eh ? 

“ Oh, I don’t know, sir ” 

What ? You a rowing man f What college i ” 

Ian told him. 

Ah ! Not in the eight, though, eh ? ” 

Yes, sir, My last term.” 

^‘ Henley ?” 

“ Had to drop out. My governor got ill.” 

Oh. Ah.” Old Humphrey has obviously assimilated 
the fact that Ian’s governor is no more. But\he check to 
this new and absorbing topic is of the briefest. In another 
moment they are hard at it again, immersed tn tcchnkalitia 
and personalities ; pouring forth names and nicknames ; 
politely contemptuous of each other’s generation, yet meet* 
ing as equals when defending their own. Felicity is— no, 
not forgotten ; that would be impossible. On the contrary 
it is she, in some way, who thrwgh the drawing-room floor 
and dining-room ceiling gives an extra couch of sparkle and 
zest to this torrent of talk. One can ne?er«^is a ifiotiitrid 
board-rooms will bear witness— speak as brilliantly about 
sport as when dxxxf demands that one ahowiii be ipeiliiif of 
something else. The consciences of old Humphrey and of 
young Ian are far from quiet. know well tlmt 

the busmessi of the evening hasn’t yet been touched. I'U't 
this verv sense of guilt seems to have formtd « link white 
an hour ago a link must have been thought impcissiblt. 
ihe oar' has certainly done its share, but it ii' flit 
unacknowledged complicity in a breach of dtiif that, hat, 
we are afraid, done far more. 

And now a point of detail has arisen— t dii%bf 'witeh it 

z6 ■ ■ ' 




whatever cost must tw 
Humphrey could have S' 
figure on that ancient o 
lenged by Ian to prove 
was — contrary to the ; 
man in the boat, he hs« 
its truth. 


“ Here. Gimme ymt Ii«n4. I— »*f— — •• fmm 

as I was. Ah I *• 

With laii’i Mimsaos dd llunj^^ tw ilit 

carper. 

** AH right, Aik*. Go akad.** ' 
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Tan skips gracefuUy off the other chair and replaces his 
candlestick on the table. As he looks round, he sees that las 

^°They^av?setS”LnHn^ an hour alone t<,f^cth..r, 

and FeHcity’s name not even mentioned. However, its no 
use staying^ here. He follows old Humphrey out mtu the 
hall ; find! him just turning the corner 

An explanation suggests itself. j. 

place in Mr. Hamilton’s study. I know you 11 think it 

^ f 1 but .” He dashes after his vanishing 

awful cheek, but. ... « j , j . 

Vinst two steps at a time, uciu, h . , . * 

his head that the study was on the ground floor, behind 
the dming-room. Surely he’d seen bookshelves dirough 
an open door there, when he’d first arrived. Or perhaps ~ 
Good Lord ! Where’d he gone to ? 1 he doors on the 

little first-floor landing were closed ; the landing itself 
utterly deserted. Into the drawing-room i But tchcity 
and her mother would be there. Inconceivable that the 
interview should be conducted in their presence. And yet 

' He listened cautiously. Not 
Stairs ; down, over the banisters. 

What on earth could ha?e happened ? Pur/icdi niyiti- 

fied, again in the most acute state of fear, he took two steps 
forward; laid his hand on the knob of the drawing-rtiora 
door ; opened it furtively, and looked in. 

Felicity was sitting there alone, reading a book. 

“ Felicity . . 

“ Ian ' ” 

The book is flung on the floor. She is flying towards him. 
“ Ian— darling—is it all right f ” 

« i__ Where’s your mother I ” 

“Mummie? Gone up to her skting-rooro-w pby 

cards with father. But-* 

« Yes, but ” 

“ What did he say I Is it all right f ” 

“He.-he didn’t say anything. VVe were talking about 
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a sound. Peered up the 
Dead silence. Absolute 
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rowing. Wc never gnt on to you at : **';».* 
felicity, for heaven’s sake, w ha« * the joke , 

-wi k„«.v it!” ,»r. 


f- .. . 

gasps l’cliciiy_ 

“ We knew he’d never niatiagc it. 
perfect 1 ” 

“ Yes, I know ; hut” — ,, 

“It is .all right, Ian. I’m sure of ii, W.'! 

tremendously, ami so doci mummie. hhr *Uay. m,. «. 
everything’s he’s thinking, and she t«U! me a. h*.. » « 
got outside. And, lan-iVc pn a wedd.ng.pr«W. 

^‘IVhat? Where?” 

« From grandmamma. Wasn't il iweei of hef ? » ** 

the most hideous tilings you’ve ever seen in your 
mummic’s known ahtmt it for weeks - only she woMWn « ««>* 
me before. We shall have t.» take the m«« Irighilul ea»« *»» 
them, thougli.” 

» Care of what f Wh.it do you mean I ^ 

‘Of the present, of course. Datling t »f an. .w »»«»«* ♦ 
quite monstrous pearls ! ” 


4nd at this point— which was twenty' five »!« 

nine on the second of April— we luomne that 
Hamilton and kn Foster became puWidy and . tiuiaSly 
engaged. It is true that we recognise this fact lets hi 
utterance of any formal lanction than 1^ the i«iplse»l 
draw-il of the previous opjHitition. »wt M they wi 
imagine that anything more definite will be e*tri«ii'4 ftti^ 
old Humphrey™unlit that ntomeni when Iw ahali Isob Ii4 
head at hi# solitary cue in the marriage lertke' . then •• 
or they will he very much mistaken. Old Htt»«}*bfrf wtH 
continue to throw those confidential nods at Ian 
lie finds him in the foreground, to rub b» bands and 
jtlain hittcriy of the English ffring { he way esftn afftwneh 
the financial question by ilie tonooiM f«nii« «l bhi w#» and 
daughtcr>"-thtntgli that is much iesa ivrnte, IbM 41 it 
as hi# plain parental duty h/t tm inbMh 
For over two months mi Im dodged m 4 irtudM 
descended to every expedkat wl^ COaU dWbf 
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his decision. When driven into a corner he has escaped, 
ignominiously, into his wife’s sitting-room. Having 
obstructed without reason, he has now removed hnnsdf 
from the path of true love equally without reastui. I’et the 
true lovers are not going to reproach him. I or they, on 
their side, can be just as unreasonable as old 1 
An overwhelming, staggering and almost incxflicalilc grati- 
tude will now radiate from them, in the warm meshes of 
which old Humphre 7 will find himself struggling and fighting 
for breath. This is no subtle or conscious revenge for the 
long weeks of anguish through which they have passed. It 
is just the natural overflow of hearts which, though more 
than well-intentioned, are now utterly out of control. 
They have got to be grateful to some one. Haven’t they, 
now f 

Why, of course they have. 




I wid Felicity," wliicn is ciactiv wiui i mean 
I’ve driven ilirnUMli it when I wa« goinn iuii 
Site— th<>«gl> f’crhap* this ih>€«n’t temnd very U 
the practical imc at tl»i» «»««■■ For though both ' 
or less stunned by the liiuaiinn in which they hn 
selves. Ian was takittg comidcrably longer to cut 


them, anc 
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1 r=,rffn 11 v that Miss Hamilton should revise 
more or less rarity merely flooded her with 

te «q»«r““f;^J^'S 3 Y„Stabk premise,. Si,u-= 

:;f£d“Sfor 7 S hou». .h.y «n fer p:.ni»l,.« 
she had asKea i country mansions, of Iniildm;,: 

& S.ttS “W. p/rtWnrly dci™ t. J..-. 

^ */>Nn ’’ tTiev wrote, to this line cxaniph 

modern Sh’domestic architecture. Recently derorated 

by t well-known firm, it is in the In,'; 

aLu^] district, and contains two electric lilts. i no 
owner has instructed us to quote a price of £25,000, l)Ut_ pr 
rikk sale we believe tha^he might be open to consider 

^llihtlv less. We enclose order to view. o, n i 

Teha y read every word that they sent her. She iilct 
an?!orted and underlined list after list, but the result of 

it all was terribly disappointing. r", - ? *’ tin 

“What about that house m Culpepper C-arduis ^ I. 

• would ask. “ You know^; the one where it said Lonve 

““muS ^? nTf went to look at it. It may be 
convenient for the Underground, but it wouldu t be v«y 
convenient for us, I m afraid. 

“ Noisy, you mean ? , , . ,.i • n »* 

“ Noisy ? The whole place was shaking like a jelly* 

“ Oh,” said Ian. “ Did you see anything else f 
“ We went to the one near gMndin.unma s. 

“^'^don’t know. It had gone.” In house-hunting 
language this means that the quarry has been brought down 
by a rival— -not, as you might imagine, that the earth has 

opened and swallowed It up. « r\ i: t »* 

“ Oh ” said Ian again. And then ! Darling, 1 -— 
“Wdt,” interrupted Felkity. “We’ve gat to settle 

about the house first.” 

Ian tried hard to say sometWng sensible. 

“ Do yon think it would help if I advertised f hr a^kvd. 

Felicity looked right through him. 

“ Daphne sajs,” she remarmi, ‘ that the only way 1* tt* 
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,eep ou walking about ‘ „ Jt. Tlui 

board before anyotvf cUc b^» 

he found the borne yra.».” Un .U j- *■■ 

» But you aught goon „ „„.ht ■•-. * 

‘before that happened. AmS 

ike the house.” . . . , ,},g Mf«-* '■' " 

“ Oh, but of course you d *ts * 

“We can’t afford the 

Felicity reached for an ‘ ' j ^ » conuinird •' I 

“ 'Phcrc’s another |d.tn I vc heat a oi, 

starts the same way." 

“ Whit, walking about y,^ 

“Yes. You walk abtiut i' ,,, iben 3f**« ‘W' 

—whether it’s to be ki or n , ,},pv’li f^kc to *«*’ 

the bell and ask the P«*r*7; ;“X ,«ri»rii«f4 ibai tti» 

Daphne says as often ,!, Jvf Had »«• « 

mention some ndiculmis prnc iwiore 

Rkliculously high or ridk«b«*ly low f ” 


VWfc. I. IB-.'*-™.-’- ^ . 

Fellcilf siioweti rici 
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try after lunch on Sunday— that is, if you’re iunchinj* here ? ” 
Am I f ” asked Ian. 

“ Of course you are/’ 

_ This disposed of the housing question for nearly forty- 
eight hours, and it was for just such a peritni of qii'iesamce 
and inactivity that we may imagine Greenery Street t<j have 
been waiting. _ It couldn’t reach Ian, for Ian had never 
seen_ it ; but in Felicity’s subconscious memory it Invan 
stirring and struggling. With its years of practice there is 
no street to touch it for tracking down potential ticwly- 
married couples. _ *o see its innocent expression you would 
never guess the irresistible strength of its will. 

A picture began to form itself in Felicity’s mttid of two 
row of symmetrical doorsteps, of 6rst.fl.K»r French windows 
w^ch opened on to diminutive balconies, of a sunny little 
et with scarlet omnibuses roaring past one end and a 

Zl rf Tu Other.* lomctimes it wa, sj 

dear that she could almost read the name on the comer 
lamp-post ; sometiincs it faded to a blur, or the viewpoint 
^nged so that on^y one house was visible. K EtSe 

bSi kIiocfer“ with a shining 

thro^grw «Ss it I"**” 

4^11 ***“ " momentir, gllmpte from 

AnTi; mT,''" “A Xt ILow" 

^d Why had she forgptten aU afeut it at the time onlw f« 

« odged so obstLtdy in her memory twT ’ 

tl^Tisto wS had now^^ 

wmen nad now been haunting lier for over i week 
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It sounds as though it had been in the summer,” he 
suggested presently. Would that be any help ? ” 

. or what I had on,” mused Felicity. She seemed 
to attach great importance to this form of menwria fechnica^ 
which is much employed by members of her sex ; but Ian 
was left more at a loss than ever. 

“ A parasol ? ” he ventured hesitatingly. Huntgli hardly 
an article of clothing, it seemed to go somehow with the 
picture of the sunny street, and Felicity bowling down it in 
an open taxi. 

To liis astoriishmcnt the word evoked a loud cry of 
pleasure. 

‘Man! You genius! Of course it was. It was that 
pink one ; and I left it with Miss Paterson, and she sent it 
hack the next day, and they never told me, and I only found 
it when we came back in the autumn, and I believe the 
kitchen-maid had been using it all the time, because*—” 

** Wail ! Who’s Miss Paterson ? ” 

Used to teach me music. And, I was going to tea with 
her that day— in Battersea, ‘ Eureka 'Mansions ’—that was 
the name ; or— well, it was something like that, arui---— ” 
Yes, but hovv~» ” 

Don’t you see, darling ? We’ve only got to get into a 
cab at Sloane Square and tell it to go to Miss Paterson’s, 
and we’re bound to pass this street I mean on the way.” 

There was no arguing with such breatldess ingenuity. 

All right,” said 'Ian. Plow do we get back to oloane 
Square f Up here ? ” 

No ; it’s the next turning, I think—on the other side 
there.” 

If there were one thing that Ian prided himself on, it 
wm his bump of locality. 

” Oh, but surely now,” he protested, ” That would tile 
u$ right down to the river,” 

Felicity wasn’t listtning# ^ : , , 

** Do you know,” she said ilowly* ** Fm not at all ture^ tliii 
it fciii ^ Eurekiu* Do you iMni it could hate 'been 
^ Kitcliil ’ f ” 
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“ Well, wouldn’t it be enough if we just said plain 

Battersea? I mean Hullo. Hi. * 

“ Ian ! What on earth are you doing I 

The taxi came slithering over to their pavciiicnt, and 

“I thought it would save time,” Ian explained. Jump 
in, darling, and I’ll talk to the man. . , , , 

Felicity jumped in, and-the Hag having been Imvcred- 
lan and the driver settled down to a protr.aacd discussion 
inaudible through the closed windows, but richly dm.ratcd 
with gesticulations. Presently the driver chrnbcd dowii 
from ^ seat, and-somewhat to Felicity’s surprise- he and 
Ian began walking away together. Then Ian, unaccom- 
panied, came running back. . , , . a i 

“Look here,” he said, opening the door again; the 
man rbinlrs you must mean Greenery Street, its just 
round the corner here. Would you like to have a 

look ? ” * , « 

“ But is it like what I said ? ” asked Felicity cautiously. 

“ Exactly,” said Ian. “ And one of the house* has got 
a board up.’’ 

This fetched her out of the cab in a rvvitikling. Back 
they ran together to the corner, and then ; 

“ It is ! ” cried Felicity. “ Ian— isn’t it enchanting ! ” 
They paid ofi the heaven-sent driver with a lavish tip and 
no less lavish thanks, and hurried towards the board. What 
if it only said “ To be Sold ” ? 

It didn’t- The house— number sixteen— was definitely 
and unmistakably to be let. “Apply to the sole agents, 
Messrs. Gibbons and Duke.” 

“ We must go over it at once,” Felicity decided. 

“ But we haven’t got an order.” 

“ Neveu mind that.” 

“ And it’s Sunday afternoon.” 

“ I can’t help it I’m not going back without seeing it.” 
“ AM right, ”^said Ian. “ We’U hare a shot,” 

They mounted the thr« steps, and rang the heU. 

“ I know this is the street for us,” Felicil^ kept on saying. 




GRKKNKRy STRV.VA' 

« I kno^v this is where we’re going !« H"' * * 

£rl.:T:t". 

Ian leant over the railing^. «|ipc1 

“ Gan wc look over the house I J*' «.,>rarr.i t« 

I'he head stopped chcwtng for a moinc , i 

swallow somethitig. , . j » ,4j^» 

“ Do you think wc might umk over the mmi* 

Felicity. , , ,, , , 

The head shook itself slowly. _ ..itea 

‘‘ Not on Sundays," it announced, in an unpk*»a«l ***** 

" Oh, but deMf / " *aid hclicitf. ... 

The head began chewing again. and-Hndl c^mf 

withdrawn. . , „ j.„ i* « |u«» 

« Do you think she’s coining up f *««* l*« » • 

voice. " Or wai that the end r 

" Wait," sakU-elkity. holding her brraih. 

Th7 u,»»i r"- '^d”„ , '.I'.uiST: 
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“Oh, but oi course not. And we wouldn’t dream of 
bothering you, if only ...” 

Silently the door-keeper melted out of their path. 'Fliey 
were in the little passage-hall, and Ian had closeil the ihir*r 
behind them. 

“ Only 'five minutes, now,” came the grudging rcinitulft. 
“ And I’ll be ’ere when you come down again.” 

“Oh, tiani you,” cried Felicity. And with Ian at her 
heels she began dashing from door to door. “ 'The dining- 
room. Isn’t it perfect ? You see, you’d get the sun in 
the mornings. And this would be your little room. Oh, 
look,. they’ve got a telephone! Be quick, Ian; let’s go 
upstairs. Oh, what an enchanting little garden. We’d 
have it paved, wouldn’t we ? ” (All incoming tenants in 
Greenery Street decide to pave the little gardens, Init 
none of them ever stay long enough to carry their decision 
into effect.) “ And this must be the drawing-room. Do 
you think that frightful photograph is Mrs. Mcintosli ? 
Ian— come here ; what do you suppose this room is f Oh, 
I see; it’s the other half of the drawing-room. it 

sweet f Just the right size, and — Ian ! Where are you ? ” 

“ Looking at the bath. It’s all rusty.” 

“Never mind; we’ll get a new one. Look— this is the 
bedroom. There’s that hideous photograph again. 'They 
must be awfully fond of whoever it is. vVhat’s this pl.icc 
next door f ” 

“ Dressing-room, I should say. Bv Jove, P’liclty, look at 
all tliose boots ! Millions of ’em. The fellow must be — " 

“Oh, do leave the boots alone. It’s the house we’re 
looking at. What happens up those Httle stairs f ” 

Ian ascends three steps and peers over the banisters. 
His report is delivered in a hoarse whisper. 

“ Servants’ bedrooms. Obviously.” 

“ Nothing else f ” 

“ No.” 

And here the same quite unexpected thought fiadws 
simultaneously across their separate minds. It is it thought 
which, at this particular point, has visited » many pros* 
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GRKENKBV STRliKT 
♦ i-B (IftHnieff Stfcct ihM ^ 

{)eciivc tenants ii «fl i},r 

tive mei lum cm J j lafniwK^ 

every one of tht tniri) rcluit? ^ 

-though ” “''V'””, ". ,|„L,;I.| »l...l. 

to UMo'rr ukV u'li '■• 

and supposing— only supi^osing, mnd T” ^ , 

411 U I i n # pcmit m ill ■• iMwf I 

ft£i“rur£^^ 

how fruok »J wol •iolom.o.l «. Ww'.' 

S woto Roniog, .1... 0 .„„,.io •'■v.';:;;:::; 

who would" ilk itiii Qiicfiiciii dmi^ It mm innwi 

will enough what a dlaitfuu* effect an 

have on its own fmtutm mu\ »ro«p€ii, mt ii m r 

over that anxiety again now. tl.e.e .iia.fefn ...«f r. 
be staggeringly open when it eomei to wilier ■ 

they may cven-in thcrequiiiicatmtuplicie -W .nrr'**- /.;« 

open about their own. But that aimriipliefe r ‘ « 

found on the ieroiHl-fl«.r liiuling* in (ir^nery Mtrci. w.ih 
a house-agent jangling hi» _ley» in tl« l«ikgr««tid »« 
imnaticiit biiiifcii at llt^ 1^1 «« f ^ 

The moment always paiiei— M M pi»^ r**«**f 

and Ian now— and the nest time that iWi *i»*l 

unimportant notion enters their head*! It imP w l«iti »**• 
I'liey will be definitely oiinniilted to iWr iwn* Iwww, 
the inadtjquacy of ill *tik bedrooms smU b*** mm« tm Im 
accepted as a «li|hlly regrelwbk b«i s|«ii* nMtoidi^ 
matter of course. Thus Greenery Streei k«ih* ^w*e«lf 
to itself, it ii getting old now, but Ww us 
it h.i.s rested tu beliare in eban^. .... 

The two hoOTe 4 iiiiim.li*ve rMn{»ki«d ili^ 
in well under the stipbled iet wiosiws, flm^ it fc l-f*t 
that they have oniMy iMfotum •imii ^ 


greenery street 

Half-way down the stairs they pause and whisper something, 
while a silver coin is furtively transferred from Ian s pocket 

to Felicity’s hand. . 

Leave it to me,’’ murmurs the practical partner* 1 II 

ask her ” 

And b the passage-hall, where the silk hlou^c ami ^^ports 
coat are still waiting, she immediately fulfills her imnnhe. 

“ Could you tell us,” she asks, whether anyone has made 
an offer for this house yet ? ” 

The sports coat looks dubious. ^ 

‘‘ I couldn’t say, miss,” she answers finally* I hert; ve 
been whole crowds, of people over it these last few days 
But I couldn’t say nothing defi.n.ite. You see, Ktra. Mc- 
Intosh is away.” 

They all nod gravely at the repetitkm of this rtews, and 
Jan — perhaps with some idea of showing that he is at least 
as much to be reckoned with as the whole crowds of people 
— suddenly asks : 

What about the drains ? ” 

Felicity is distinctly impressed* The sports coat » 
slightly resentful 

“ Well, sir, you really ought to ask Mrs. Mcliilc»li about 
that. We’ve never had no trouble with them— not liiice 
I’ve been ’ere.” 

Ian is completely satisfied, 

“ I’m very much obliged to you,” he sayt* 

'“Thank you most awfuUy,” addi Felicity ; and the half- 
crown, which she has been fingering ever since Ian gave it 
her merges insensibly into the sports hand* The 

visitors tnen leave the premises, and go itraiglil acras m 
the opposite pavement, where they turn and up at 
the French windows. 

“• Well f ” they ask each other. 

The answer is inevitable* By hook or erool l4 
Street has got to be theirs* can*t dticribe wit«i it ll 

that has attracted them ; they would iltd , ioiiie 
difficulty in describing to t third piny low iti# is 
planned. They just know— as thouiaodi of Olllif' couplet 
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have known in tin* J’\irrv'4r?'*g.>nH ' 

they have u’ihh, J» I.ui lH.kc *h»n U*t^ 

To-murrow rnormnj? Messrs- 

tins too- r,.. '» »av* Frlidtv, waviofl E<-i 

“Y«.u sc-c, liailmK. say* i viio , ^ 

excitnaiy, “ 

is, don’t yon ? ” ^ , 

Yns ; lati know* it !*• , , . • : „ ihni 

Feik'ity takes ItH arm, and"~inip« F 

d»covery-»-stiaaet.tj; cnncUr* hrr *««».««’ 

entirely new adjective. u ,** ils* **f** 

“ It isn’t only that «’» *n pcrft^l «» 

« but it’s so friKhthtlly 
And so they fas* hafpjly away (» ihfir ‘S’*- 

About eighteen hour* have f*.’ uTIm* 

Ian and Felicity arc planted on the cds«* oi »**.. w** 

itf “w-ia -ff. - 

Fdiciiy : “ l^m w"/. 11«> M>’ S’''""”,'' 

is quite deftnitc. I really do«*» •«« «*»»»* 

Ami then. In a bunt «f few* 

actually exhibited the unipeaMbfe Mr. *•*••* 

for their inspection. . i * .«i um. 1 . mm 

The letter was short, but 

better «aa»c than that he had ** to H *”**_.^ 

recreant Mclntoah-btlyin. the nol^tr << .% 
boots— -announced hk decimm i« swtMww Wi w y* 7?*f 
the market. A hypoctitliad aw nwife 

he hatl Riven leem^ hut to hiMO WMll m »j«*f * 

» I’m afraid.” said Mr. !lid«, f ifc« M ^ mm m 

Mcl'iiit<ii}i liid praei^^f ^ 

quart^f^ hm i «imii mf %mt I » 

mnt of «•. I aoppwe l*f» M Mialwli fl €mmm 
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Street houses through my hands since I’ve been in busings— 
X literally hundreds — but Fvc never had this liappcn bcioic* 
■Yeople don’t seem to realise the trouble they give, and thai, 

Ided Mr. Duke, “ is a fact.” _ 

Yhere was a short and painful silence while the lunise- 

■•ent and his two clients remained transfixed, as it were, 
jy their varying reactions to Mr. McIntosh s villainy. Ami 
then that reference to the “hundreds of houses” seemed 
to light a glimmer of hope in Ian’s soul. 

“I suppose there might be another one later on f he 
suggested tentatively. 

“ My dear sir,” replied Mr. Duke, “ I assure you, withmu 
exaggeration, I have a waiting^list for those Cireeneiy btrcct 
houses that long.” And here he extended his amis to their 
widest possible reach. “ Those houses,” he further stated, 
“ are the most sought-after houses on my books.” 

Ian glanced at Felicity, and she looked quickly away. A 
horrible fear seized him that she might be going to cry. 

“ If only—” he began wildly ; and as he spoke, the 
telephone on Mr. Duke’s desk started to ring. 

“ Excuse me,” said Mr. Duke politely, drawing the instru- 
ment towards him and helping himself to the receiver. Ian 
looked at Felicity again, and this time^ she met his ryes 
bravely. The secret code of pursed-up lips added ; “ This 
has almost broken my heart, hut I can just bc.ir it as hmg 
as I have you.” 

With his eyes now firmly transferred to the framed adver- 
tisement of an insurance company, Ian stretched out his 
right hand. With her eyes no less riridly directed at the 
top of Mr. Duke’s head, Feheity’s left hand moved to meet 
it. The two hands joined, i^lpped each other passionately, 
and withdrew. And at this moment—ai though that mis- 
chievous street had only sought to test the sincerity of their 
affection — the miracle happened. 

Mr. Duke suddenly plucked the telephone-receiver from 
his ear and planted his palm over the mouthpiece. 

“ This,” he announced, with signs of OTauine emotion, 
“ seems almost providential. I have just this very moment 

44 





JOHN RUSKJN. 43 

the Welsh border by an urgent command from his 
father to go back and obey the great physician s 
advice. So, leaving Richard Fall to go on alone, he 
returned south, and went into quiet lodging.s not 
far from the Leamington pump-room. The simple 
way of life enforced upon him here proved to be 
beneficial in the extreme, and after a visit to his old 
tutor, Mr. Walter Brown, newly presented to the 
living of Wendlebury, in Oxfordshire, he found 
himself once more at Herne Hill in the best of 
health and spirits, and spent the later months of the 
year in literary work, at the same time seeing a good 
deal of very distinguished society — indeed, among 
other people the poet Rogers and J. M. Vy. Turner, 
who little realized what a champion and interpreter 
he was destined to have in the author of the Poetry 
of A rchiieciure* 

Much of 1843 went in travel to Ruskin’s beloved 
Switzerland in search of copy, a good deal of time 
being spent at Chamounix in studying the different 
aspects of Mont Blanc, and some more elysian days 
at Fontainebleau. But there is no need to give the 
details of this tour, as it would be mere repetition 
both to writer and reader. Some formal term- 
keeping there may have been at Oxford, but we are 
inclined to think that this was put off till the 
following year, the year that wa.s to offer the surpri.so 
to mankind of a youth with little experience, but 
an infinite and far-reaching talent, attacking the 
opinions of which they had made gods— ye.s-, and 
conquering' them ! 
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the Welsh border by an urgent comniand IVoin l>>s 
father to go back and obey the great pUy^^ • 
advice. So, leaving Richard 

returned south, and went into quiet lodgn^s i ^ 
far from the Leamington pump-room. Ihc ■''impc 
way of life enforced upon him here proved to le 
beneficial in the extreme, and after a visit to his o t 
tutor, Mr. Walter Brown, newly pre.sentcd to ««« 
living of Wendlebury, in Oxford.shire, he touiiu 
himself once more at Herne Hill in the 
health and spirits, and spent the later month.s ol the 
year in literary work, at the same time seeing i‘ g^ou 
deal of very distinguished society— indeed, among 
other people the poet Rogens and J. M. W. Turner,^ 
who little realized what a champion and interpreter 
he was destined to have in the author of the P«t>y 
of Archiiectiire. ^ 

Much of 1842 went in travel to Ruskin*^ belovea 
Switzerland in search of copy, a good deal of tim© 
being spent at Chamounix in studying the difftrent 
aspects of Mont Blanc, and some more elysiiin days 
St Fontainebleau. But there is no need to glw th® 
details of this tour, as it would be mere ropeidion 
both to writer and reader. Some formal term* 
keeping there may have been at Oxford, but we a**© 
inclined to think that this was put off till the 
following year, the year that was to offer the imrprtae 
to mankind of a youth with little experieocOt b^it 
at\ infinite and far-reaching talent, attacking the 
opinions of which they had made gods**^y^^» 
conquering them ! 



SECOND (jUAKTlCK. 

ARTISTIC LITERATTKU AND I'KITICISM 
(i8.J3-(k)). 

CHAPTER IV. 

“modern I’AINTEKK.” 

The Ruskin family had removed duriiif' the 
months of the year 1842 from the houKo on He3 
Hill to * one on Denmark IIilI. ^Phe reason fort 
change was not merely the increasing' wealth oft 
wine-merchant, but the entry of hi.s son into tlj 
academic and literary worlds, an entry which 
Poetry of Architecture had begun, the articles w 
Blackwood's Magasine in defence of Turner fori 
warded, and the issue of Modem /'ainters woull 
make a triumph. , 

Mr. Ruskin, senior, convinced of (he :ipproacliiii( 
greatness of John, determined to keep up a si vie niQi 
m keeping with that grcatne.s.s; to open, in' fact,, 
kind of salon, ^ as they .say in France, In which ttl 
young art critic and the now venerable J. M. wl 
Turner would be the principal lighlN. And 4 
determination was to be justifled almost ImmediatJ 
In May 1843, the fir.st volume of Afodem Pmntc 
appeared, and the exdct date is a« well worth fmdis 
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out and remembering- as that of the appearance of 
the Contrat Social, the Wvnllh of Nations, the Origin 
of Species, Sartor Resarlus, the Anah\sty(f Christianity, 
the first Oxford Tract, or any of the great works 
that have established ^ or destroyed a philosophy or 
a system. 

It is now very hard for us to realize what the 
conditions were under which Modern Painters, as a 
living masterpiece, challenged the criticism of the 
world, or what a revolution it has ellected in sonic 
all-important planes of thought and labour. Possibly, 
indeed, we are already being overpowered by :i 
reaction, such as that which threatens the bulwarks 
reared by men so different as Adam Smith .-uul John 
Henry Newman: possibly Whistler and Corot are to 
be our guides in the realms of art, rather th;ui Kuskin 
and Holman Hunt. Hut it will help us, if we can 
only get hold of some of the illustrated books of 
travel, some of the catalogues w-ith critical notes, 
some of the drawing-school manuals, some of the 
illustrated periodicals, some of the engravings hung 
on walls, some of the plaster st:itues erected in pviblic 
places, that were common before iH.j t. So far as 
these enable us to judge, the whole taste of the day 
was very far from being true to imture, as commonry 
defined, and did not run in the direction of ;iecuracv, 
either in history, or in geology, or in anatomy, or in 
botany; and, whereas the defence made in f.-iviuir of 
popular old masters and popular new ones alike 
was that they used their imaginations to interpret 
nature, it is easily seen that they either ilid not do 
* The word* are useil with a tcservaiion. 
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anything of the sort, or else made t lieir interpretation,, 
libellous. Claude’s composition, “A Sivnc in 
Campagna,” in which a number id' bnlls ;uul sheep m;' 
being driven by a niedifoval shepluu’il inti^ duMvah 
of a brook, while a hiirly nuHleim pliuiie parlv wit,' 
bag-pipers is being charged (fi>r no apparent emmj ' 
by a body of ancient Roman st>IiHors oarcerini»* p-iy 
the side of a water-mill wliieh lias t\o eonuectlo- 
wlth the river on which it stands -Claude’s coii;, 
position may serve for an examp lo id' w hat union 
the ‘‘classics” was gazed at in onv ipilleries wif 
reverent admiration at that time. h'i>r exaniplosf 
equally bad and far worse art arninisj the nuHiem; 
we only need to visit any old, permniient, and nrivati , 
collection. j 

In our own day we do not lack tlu^si* udio pool;.,- 
to admire pictures of Dutcl; CiUibi-ellars, aiui Z 
Italian saints whose legs do not suppiu t their hodb 
but in 1843 there was no one else on hanrj 
committees. Classicalism had nin niatl, hellin' oii’^ 
tempered, and that for the worse, hy the animut 
of the Flemish schools; and ihoui*’h tlie age whi 
men depicted the Magi in tail-Ci’^ats vvi>r.shippip 
the Infant was over for ever, yet there was 4 
a widespread falseness in taste ami ideals Hi] 
threatened to ruin, by its association , Indh 
and historical painting, and by its no^rlect, landscjC 
painting. By its neglect, landscape painting, aii' 
the statement is true; for since it is easy fu infc' 
a living- and grotesque sontinienl intti a* groiin!!:' 
guresorinto the portrait of an cinineitl aklcrnii' 
but not easy to infuse it into the view of a laiuisaf.' 
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ew ambitious artists would waste their time upon 
hid nature, and still fewer, even if they were willinj^- 

0 waste. their time, could keep their Roman soldiers 
nd medieval shepherds olT tlie scene. NevertlKs 
5SS, the rules laid down by autlioritics for tlie 
omposition and portrayal of landscapes were 
umerous and complicated in tlie extreme. One was 
Did where to put one’s brown ^ tree and where one’s 
uined castle, where one’s tlock of ^*oats and wliere 
ne’s temple i^'rove, while tradition was tlie alb 
nportant thing-, and men had to ask, not so much 
^hat were the characteristics of roclcs, tlowers, and 
vers as they occurred in the wilds, as wliat were 
leir characteristics in the pictures of Cuyp and 
oussin. In fact, the t‘ondilion of art, especially 
ritish art, in the early part of tlie nineteenth 
jntury, appears to liave been very much like the 
)ndition of the Jewish relig-ion in the time of Clirist* 
nd into this ponderous, atrected, find false alnuv 
ihere Modern Painiers came like a bomb-sliell, and 
ith the most tremendous result possible: all sorts 

• learned rubbish and extinct formului, ever\' 
iriety of theatrical creation and its annotatory 
)lemn and impressive fudg^e, went down like packs 
’ cards amid vain slirieks of indig-nation from all 
terested parties. Imagine liie confusion oi' the 
ogfs when the snake came into tlicir midst; itnagine 
le relief of tlie crowd in the fairy tale o( Hans 

1 Cluule is not sinaltsl <ujl hert* breaune her is cKCejssivcly 

■he is no mean iiainltn*, but as one of the best ami least <»aenNtvr 
the school (condemned by kuskin. ClaiHle k wro«a/’ says 

s critic, *‘wbnt are bis imilalors?'’ 





^ S'cniClUk;! 
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fill's alon^ 
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Andersen, when u little vni- e d.uvd to say ,!«t n 
naked kinjj hud .not nothmi; on; nn.i;;ine the inj 

striking clisilhisioiimeut that rois . .ui, .md ynu , 

conceive the state nf utiuirs. 

The controversy, ol .om-..-. v.as 
although the fact that Kuskm had .h, 

the stick is more than ev.Jen.ea lyv . 

namely, that of all the atieni|.!r.t i.-i.!talum'. 
Modern Pointers that were «..tte.. at the i, 
nracticallv none have -.a.^tvea, lUrt tueamvi 
ho had to face on the one hand a si.wm ol ah 
from theadvocides and seiv.uOs t lassteal ii.idii; 
and on the other a eokhtess aiul diseooiagrt,, 
from the very modern I'.untei . wh.nn he ^sutTeri 
the hdter thinking that liis sai’i'on would tv i| 
ruin, given, as it wav. to wliat tlu v had in-eii Ici 
believe blemishes, rathei than viitues, ui ihetuMii 

The essay in deletive of |. M • luiuid 
niiwkmmh Mo.!;, min,- itad Imen the get in ef 

book, and is, I'f eonrve, I'aif ot if, and, indeed, in 

Preface to the llrvi edition UnsUni sars that li 
not sure whetiier to ;mnoniiee ho. %roik as a !i 
essay on landseape-paintln!; in genet al. am! ajvii 
for Us constant reteieme to the . (ration', t 
particular master I'l'niueii. 01 to amioim. e it. 
larj^’c essay iw life .1 iii.ii 

' Tlmu;uim!rrv|wuHrur!''i ; v,- , 

•' KuHkirriuul mr^ns ImuaIUt*. j—i, " I aioI 0 .v. « 
but rhaugtfsl it tu ‘’M 'I’Atltlrifs ; Orr.# id, '!) 

of Lantlsfupo r.unniii: 1*^ c 

Kx!UU|>Ii'h 0} tlu* Ttur* ’.’it/ln 

' \VTn4£H of Motkm ^ ^ 

Ks.i., K,A/' 
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and apologl/^e Tor its constant reference to landscape- 
painting* in general. And, without doubt, the worst 
faults in JlIoderN Pain/ersK are its deification cvf an 
individual, and determination to use tlie results 
produced by him as a standard cpiite as Procrustean, 
though not as vicious, as any that had been afore- 
time. Tlioug'li, of course, it has to be remembered 
that only a system can destroy a system; mere 
negation never did succeed yet. 

The many eccentricities of the pre-RMpliaelite 
scliool that were yet to amuse a critical wurld, and 
for which Riiskin was largely, and in an indirect 
manner, to Idame, are iiartlonable when regarded in 
the light sited Ity tliis truth. 

But, to keep to our subject, it may be said tltat it 
is better to be attacked than ignored, and that 
accordingly the greater tlte troubling of the pool 
the better tlte ytning author was pleased. As for 
John James Rusk in, he affected a certain amount of 
displeasure and a Philistine dislike of notoriety, and 
may indeed have suffered .somewiiat in his own 
private convictions regarding Fine Art, but not only 
showed himself, at the same time, ready to take 
whatever social advantage accrued from his relation 
to the new champion, but also did something in the 
way of reciprocity, by bringing the whole houseliold 
more Into line with that society in wliich a rising 
literary man would fee! most at homoi Indeed, 
never at any time was the maxim of Mr. W. hk 11. 
Lecky, that tlu* family, ruvt live individual, is the unit 
of the nati<m, nun'c peacefully acted upon tlian in 
the case of the little circle of the wlne-mcrcliant at 

4 
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Denmark Hill. Ruskin himself never would rise 
alone,if he could avoid it, from llie ranks of the uppeJ 
middle class, while the father, on his part, wisely made 
up his mind that all should rise to|L»’etlier, Vet thereis 
a notable passage in Fors (U(vvt\^vra^ in which the 
author insists that he and his parents were never sol 
happy in Denmark Hill as in Herne Hill; thehonseiu! 
Herne Hill, he says, was big enough for his father and 
big enough for him, and so proceeds to lecture every, 
body on the simple life, and its desiralnlity. 

Meanwhile many of the best drawing-rooms were 
tlirowm open to the new iconoclast, the world bcintr 
invariably found to lick the hand tliat torments if 
for some reason or other, prolmhiy pit|uancy. Lady* 
Davy, the widow of the famous Sir Humplny Davy, 
pve him some valuable introductions (so far as an' 
inarticulate incantation can he valuable), and it was 
at one of her celebrated receptions tliat lie afterwards 
made the acquaintance of Mr. Gladstone, an ac- 
quaintance that was to be cpliemcral as tlie snovv-llake, 

Burthe whole of the year must have forrad' 
a dehghtful period in Riuskia’s life: lie must have 
been in a sort of elysium. The labour which he had 
gone through had been terrific, especially fur sucha 
young and delicate man; he hud compleled .soiiis 
eighteen hundred pages of manuscript, a heavy task 
even for axopyist; he had contrived to do the work 
at white heat, tempered by an immense resvnrdi, 
and sustained a ta,e of eloquence so magnificent 

drZft- managed to give the hookl 

amatic unity, a thing impossible to him as k 
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became older. And now he felt, and with justice 
that he nns-ht rest on his oar.s, withont blame or 
caie, at lea.st so far as hi.s own inclination.s and 
inspirations- would permit him. He boii-ht pictures 
and engravings, and enjoyed them ; he went to hear 
good concerts; he went to see great actors; he we;,;, 
to meet pleasant people. One of I, is “c-rownii,.- 

t lu nu.s Slaver, a picture that is most admir- 
ably^ descTi.wd m the Third Chapter of ,he ImF , 

Section ol /->,//>//, -n-.' ^ 

We cannot forbear to insert the following lo,,-.- 
quotations, passages m whieli the writer shows how 

fallen':™ t^chool liave 

when II, c n 4 lu".,ntt.s‘!irst '»'-'u>h>iM nl a.,yl.r<.at, 

wbite .ana l.aUc-lilw tiCS ^,1,0; ,,;:; t 

gulfeahinit thei.slan<le.l si.-nn,i,s ..f "L 

by moa- lh.an .hiwn, cohh. n,wn \ ^ ‘ 1 

luukT the moon of niitlniirhi • wifrh .1 r wjutilt-.s mm 
upon the .silver eliamuils, ino: tin! i! 

parl.s and passts awiv * -owl ,1 , , i^ndulatinp auit.icc 

city .and 

vvindint,^river.s; the flakcH of lioht f \r ' 'i«wcen ilu- white path „ ,4 

nillyin^; in lii,- ravines- «nll *'*’'*-■ '•"’'’‘t w-uiicrvil mjsi, 

K upon the Iiotail of the hkdirr hilk 

-h an., 'i, j';:,: 
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of matenal until they fiulc away, lost in iis 

again above in (he serene licaven, like a wiM, bri.-lu ’ini,,o m' 
dream, foumlationless and inatressilde, i lidr vm y v vn-. l ^ 

in the unsubstantial and inockinu Iduc* of the .1 ,-cmV lii- ‘ 

Has Claude given tins? ^ 

“Wait yet a little long-cr, a.i.l y„n shall s.-e lla.se „,isis „aiher 

themselves into white towers, an, I siaii.l lil.e alom, 

promontories, massy anil motionless, only piled will, every 1,4"! 
higher and higher into the sky and casting „|,adows athwM 

he rocks; and out of the pale hlue ol the ho,i,o,„ yo„ will « 
lorming and advancing a troop of narrow, dark, p,.in,ed vapoin, 
which WIU coyer Ihe sky. i„el, l,y iiieh, will, iheir eray „e W ' 
and take the light oil the landseapc with an eeli,,se whiel w- 
he singing o the birds and the motion of i|,e leaves loeiMhe,- 
hen you will sec horir.oiual bars of l.lacic shadow fo, 
them, and lurid wreaths create themselves vmi 1 ti. 'V 
along the shoulders of the hills; you never see I hem lonn, but vvlill 
you bok back to a place which was dear an instant ago timre s 
cloud on It, hanging by the precipices, as a hawk pa sJs ovi * i 
prey. Has Claude given this? ‘ 

“And then you will hear llic sudden rush of ihc awakened wiii.l 
and you will sec those watch-towers of vanoiii swem awo r ’ 
their foundations, and waving curtains of opaipie rail, h'-t dL'iT 
the valleys, swinging from the liiirileiicd clouds i„ l.lack l.eniliiii; 

.t;;g 

Lr 'r "" :s 

steaming rags r/cilltiorrliittrliw^ 

the hollow of 

the eastern 1 , rid, dT^" kind.i.u, on „,e sum, nit „f 
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setting in their stead an army of jiale, jienclrahle fleecy wreaths in 
the heaven, to give light upon the eartli, which move together, 
hand in hand, company l>y comiJany, troop hy troop, so measured 
in their unity of motion that the whole lieaven seems to roll with 
them, and tlie eartli to reel under them. Ask Claude, or Iris 
brethen, for that. 

“And then wait yet for an hour, until the east again becomes 
purple, and the heaving mountains, rolling against it in darkness, 
like waves of a wild sea, are drowned one by one in llie glory of its 
burning ; watcli the white glaciers lilaze In their winding patlis 
about the mountains, like miglity serpents with scales of fire; watch 
the columnar peaks of solitary snow, kindling downwards, (diasm 
by chasm, each in itself a new morning; tludr long avalanches (aist 
down in keen streams lirighler than the lightning, sending each his 
trilnite of driven snow, like altar-smoke, u|> to the lusuam ; tlie 
rose-light of their silent domes Hushing that heaven about them ami 
above them, iiiercing with purer light through its pur{)Ic lines of 
lifted cloud, casting a, ucw glory on every wreatli as it |>asses l>y, 
until the whole heaven one scarlet canopy - is interwoven with a 
roof of waving flame, and tossing, vault Indrind vault, ns with the 
drifted wings of many companii's of angels ; and then, when you 
can look no more for glaflness, and when yon are Irowed dowrr with 
fear and love of tlie Maker and Doer of this, tell me who lias best 
delivered this his message unto imm !" 

The above is frotn one of the last volumes of 
Modern Painters; the followitti^^ is from the first:™- 

“If, incur moments of utter idleness and insipidity, w’c turn to 
the sky as a last resourci*, which of its idrenomena do we speak of.'* 
One say.s it has liemi wet, and another it has been windy, and 
another it has lieen warm. Wlio, among the whole chalU’ring 
crowd, can tell me of the forms ami )n(H*ij»ices of tlie chain of tall 
white mountains that gihletl the hori/.on at noon yestenlay Who 
saw the narrow sunbeam tliat camo out of the south, and smote 
upon their .summits, tmiil they melted and nunddered away in a <lust 
of lilue rain? Who saw tint dance of the dead rdomls, vvlnm ilu' 
sunlight left them last nie,ht, and tlie west wind bhwv diem Ik’Iok* 
it, like withered leaves ? , 
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“All has passed unregrettecl or miaeen ; .ir, if Hr. apathy l,e cvc, 
shaken off, even for an instant, it is only by vvhnt jposs, or ,vlw 
is extraordinary; and yet it is not in^ the brnn, n„.l , n,an,fe,„ 
tions of the elemental energies, not in tlu‘ clash <*( tin hail, 
drift of the whirlwind, that the iiighest charactcis oi the sul,li„,e 
are developed. God is not in the eiirtlKiuakc, nor in the fire, I,,,! 
in the still small voice. They are hut the hluiK luid the 1,,, 
iacultiesof ournature, which can only he addressed through lamp. 


black and lightning. r • , ■ 

It is in the quiet and suhdiicd pas.saites of unolitnisue majesty; 
the deep, and the calm, and the perpetual; that wliidi must 1, 
sought ere it is seen, and loved ere it is underslootl ; thuii:.; wliidi 
the angels work out for us daily, and ycd vary vUunally, wliichare 
never wanting, and never rcpeateil ; which ari' to he luuml always, 
yet each found hut once;- it is through the-..' that I he U'ssnn of 
devotion is chiefly taught, and llu; hlcssing <>! hcauty ipvmid 


In May 1844 thi.s well-eariKHl holiclMy came to aif 
end, or perhaps it should ratlier he s;iid, chauf»‘ed itsj 
form. The whole family set tdl iu the most luxiiriotis 
style for Switzerland, and came to a halt at Chaim 
OLinix. The best of the regi'istered igtiides wiiii 
engaged, Couttet, a man who appears to have been 
what we should call in Scotland a *^cliaructer.’‘ let 
neither the father nor tltc son appears to have 
ventured upon any real mountalti eruuhini4\ althouj^li 
Ruskin speaks of having been as high up as fiveorj 
six thousand feet during his ohservat ions oi aiguille.s.' 
But in those days Alpine expk^its were more luodesti 
than they are now, and the ascetit of any of tlie; 
great peaks, not to speak <.>r Mont lilanc (all tliei 
conquests of which were recorded in a very sniall| 
album), was a serious matter. However, an iiii-| 
mense number of mountain studies a,iul cUnul .sUufc 


1 Rock ncolIcM. 
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were completed on this tour— far more, as Privien/a 
has it, than the observer could ever record, or ever 
use; indeed, that is one of tlie old complainis of llie 
man of genius, that he does not know how he is ever 
to communicate what he perceives. And not only 
the visible Universe, but Life itself, must have 
seemed boundless to Ruskin in those days. He 
must have had a vista before him of man}' futures, 
as a drowning man in the popular estimate has one 
of a single, mis-spent past. 

Here he was, feeding the young flame of in- 
spiration in the land of William 'Fell and of 
Manfred; indeed, with all his powers of quiet 
and persistent olvservation, he could never imve 
borne to live in a country devoid of lustoricrd or 
of legendary romance, liowever full of natural 
wonders that country niiglit have been. Hut, once 
granted this historical or this legendary ronmnee, 
he would condescend to an interest in evervtlung 
else, from the small fauna of the region down to the 
progress of sanitation. 

One thing only perplexes us in regard to tins and 
other Swiss tours in Switzerland, atid lha,t is lunv 
Ruskin coukF spend so much time and labemr in the 
investigation of the great facts of geology and 
mineralogy as lie did spend witliout changing his 
views to some extent tipon tlie great subject of the 
creation of tlie world and tlie atUiquify nuan. Of 
course this visit of 1844 anteceded tlie revelation 
■contained in tlie 0/ t\v some fifteen 

years. But, nevertlieless, it must have given oppor- 
tunities for the commencement of an aeeumulation 
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of scientific knovvlo(.l};e fo lx- ronliniuxl ,t • 
constant returns (hat Ruskin niade lo Contrair’" 
and should liave paved Ihe wav for Hu- V- 
of new hVht and ll,e repudiation of a 
IS false in theolo-v. Wu we li„d -isV 

thattheonlyat(iu;dcof,he.rea,;;^^^^^^ 

of Icmcc, the close oliserver u ho ^ i 
mtes of the Ihn/, to men like Tvndall '"h 
R omanes Sir Charles l.yell Da.xvin. and' 

of disposal by the joke in' ;dr 

warns working- men that (hev are no lom.- , ’ 
Adam, but of sea-slime, (han' bv Carlv e' "r. ."'"? 
the monkey damnification of nuinkind'. ' ' 

t of course, well kuown tlrd 
on religion veered round from i d 
calasm to a peculiar system of h • e( wh ? ' 
scarcely be defined, but which l-iid , 
upon works, as contrasted witl the L " ' 

ofacreed..^ Bnt his attitude to the 

' Rusldn’s aninnis .-ijjainst Tynildl ,li,l „ . • 

cnrefully reasoned fr* 

Professor Forties tlie(rr..,i !"■ ewii itiliniai-y willi 

klangjjecame one of hb * *'* ^0' I'n'sonai 

J^^ycll is the only one of tin* , • t 



the ordinary sense of the term is’imi !"’a '"'liefiii 

similarly, that unbelief is not nree™ ■ 

immoral negative st.ate. ' The '•«"« 
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scientific thought in the nineteenth century never 
changed. And tills, ms wc say, considering the 
amount of his acquaintrince witli rocks and strata, is 
the remarkable thing about liim. His attacks on 
scientists were not even as creditable as Mr. Glad- 
stone’s articles in a great review;’ and yet he had 
opportunities for the acquisition of the special know- 
ledge required that Mr. Ciladstonc never bad; in 
fact, those who study tlie Ihixley-ArgylbCdadstone 
controversy will trace a certain resemblance between 
the Duke of Argyll and Ruskin, as botli of tliem 
were philosophers caprdilc of letting scienlillc en- 
lightenment pass tlirougli them as tlirougb a sieve, 
without producing a single reasonable deduction. '•* 
Nevertheless, Ruskin sliowed himself no mean Held 
geologist and a most painstrdving collector of crystals 
during these montlis, and proceeded to form the 
nucleus of the splendid crystrdlographical museum 
that was to become to liim such a source of pleasure 
in his last years at Coniston. 

' As for the drawings made at Ciiamounix, chiefly 
of aiguilles, glaciers, and exposed strata, they exhibit 
the most wonderful accuracy of line and wealth of 
detail; and one is led to the rcnection, tiiat had 

1 The NhuUenth Cmimy. Mr. articles, were 

collected into a Irook calletl tire i mpre^^nahk Rmk of I/oiy 
Scripiun. 

The men who do most lianrr to science may he divid<*d into t)vo 
main classes. Firstly, llnrse who indulge in speculaliotrs and 
theories after an iarperfeet course of tjhseivalitnr. Sceonilly* those 
who have a keen eye for facts, hut see no meaning in them at all. 
,'We will not name any living estam|rk* of the first class; hut 
Lord Monboddo wtis once cited as an exlre.me one. 
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misfortune overtaken the Ruskin family, the drau|^-hts, 
man might easily have supported himself and them 
by the illustration of books of travel and of geological 
handbooks. 

After many weeks at Chamoiinix, Ruskin visited 
the Italian lakes and the glorious I\'iss of 
Simplon, of the completion of wliose tunnel the 
master would be disgusted to hear, if he were alive, 
Zermatt and the Matterhorn he had seeti and con- 
demned, as was his manner, or, at least, compared 
very unfavourably with something else. 

The family had, we think, separated from him oii 
this tour for some little time, not being interested in 
glaciers and aiguilles to the same extent. But it 
was as a collected party that they returned home by 
the Col de Faucille, Montelimart, and Paris. Paris 
seems never to have regained its popularily with 
Ruskin after the affair with Adile Doniecq, so 
strong was his power of associating neutral scenes 
vith human sentiments; yet he spent some very 
nstructive days in the Louvre, and had some of his 
most treasured convictions sadly upset by an intense 
study of the pictures by Titian and Veronese within 
its walls; he began to think that he had done some 
of the old masters an injustice, as, indeed, he had; 
and he modified some of the writing- the new 
volumes of Modern Painters accordingly, althoudi 
wise enough to feel that the good intluence which 
he was exercising upon the world of Art in 
general more' than counterbalancctl any wront^ 
committed against individuals whose position h 
impregnable. 
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This bi-ing-s us to the end of July 1S44, or possibly, 
a little way past it. 'Hie remainder of llie year may 
be res^arded as uneventful, liUe so many periods in 
the Ide’ of a man of letters, or of any man whose 
days are occupied with words and ideas, and not 
with actual deeds. 

Yet the time was well spent, not in writing-, or 
even in studying works of art, so much as in gaining 
an acquaintance with the literature of the subject in 
hand. The young autlior was bu.sying himself in 
finding out what other people, especially other people 
in earlier ages of the world, had said before him, and 
absorbing mental food, as a cliange from providing 
it. And what he read .appears among other things 
to have convinced him of the fact, that while he had 
appreciated the (iothic wonders of h'ranee and the 
Alpine splendours of Switzerland, he had not profited 
sufficiently by his sojourn among the Latin glories of 
Italy. Accordingly, he felt that he could not proceed 
with Modern Painterx without further travelling: 
and he spent the early part of the spring of 1845 in 
making the necessary plans and prepanitions for 
yet another tour, which w:is to include Pis:i and 
Florence. 

The revolutionary spirit which was .-diroad in 
Europe had brought Switzerh'uul to the verge ot 
civil war during tliis winter, and everyone :idvised 
Raskin not to take the Swiss route on thi.s occasion; 
even Turner ctime out oi his usual silence to add Ins 
voice to the chorus; but it was all to no purpose, for 

> It is !i woll-oitid>lislif(l fiun that the life of a Kic.nt soldier is 
easier to write than that ol a y.trat pnet or a gteal painter. 
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Ruskiii had determined to set out in April, and kept| 
to his determination A 


J The following letter f,;ho\vs Hint. Ihf Ruslans were liy nownreti’ 
intimate with Turner. We do not know whether it was writienij 
the father or to the son 

47 (JUKKN AnNI', (nt» S(rert) Wkmt, 

'J'hun.hy, - 7 /// (, 845 )^ 

My Dear Sir, —Have the goodness to other my respectful 
thanks to Mrs. Ruslan for the kiinl [ircsmit of a juu t of tlic little fat 

friends and its ^ horlugal luiions for stuliing tliein includei] 

etc., etc. Hoping you are all well. ' 

Believe me, most truly oliliged, 

.]. M. \V. TURNER. 

J. Ruskin, Esq. 


/’..-S'. —In the Times, sail news from Swll/erland 

^ Turner always indicates hy tliese long lines the places in liisf 
letters where his feelings heeome inexpHessilile. •' 
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ARTISTIC IJTERATURR AND CRITUTSM. 


(1843-60). 


CHAPTER V. 

RusKiN took with him a youth who had been his 
scout at Oxford, Georg-e by name, and travelled 
straight to the Soutli of Switzerland, where he was 
joined by Couttet, the guide, now, we lliink, on the 
retired list. The trio proceeded straiglit to North 
Italy, and made long stays at Pisa and Florence. 
Couttet seems to have perceived what more culti- 
vated people had overlooked—namely, that Ruskinks 
life was in danger of becoming the ^‘absorbing, 
overgrown life of the intellect.’'^ ** Poor child/’ 
said he, ‘‘he does not know how to live.” 

It was at hkiido and Dazio Grande that much of 
the last portion of the second volume and most of 
the first half of tlie tliird volume of Modern Painh'rs 
was completed, tlie author meanwhile sending his 
two dependents out to make daguerrotypes fm* him. 


^ Mrs. Humphry Ward. 
, 61 
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At Baveno they were joined by the pahUcr Hardingi 
with whom Ruskin seems to have h<ul some previous 
acquaintance in London, and went on to Lakes 
Como and Mag-giore, and then back to Verona. 

At Verona a most delightl'ul and rruitful time was 

spent by the two companions; and tlien, ostensiblj 
for the sake of Ilardijig, a visit was paid to Venice, 
Ruskin had not been anxious to to Venice at all, 
but once he got tlicrc, luMhing Init an attack o( 
malarial iever^could and did drive liirn away. Tlie 
two companions cliartcted a gtmdida, tind sat in it 

1 Modem Palnten, p. m8. “ ‘ )f' tlit‘ exteatle.! knuwleilge anil 

various powers of this painter, frwiucnt instani’cs will he found ij 
the following pages. Neither, i>erhai)s, are rl|»iuly estimated 
artists, owing to a certain etddness of sentiment in liis choice j| 
subject, and a continual prel'cicnee ot the jnctutcstpie to the iiiiprej. 
sive; proved, perhaps, in nothing so ilistinetly us in the lii| 
interest usually attached to his skit- nhieh, if aerial, and expressii! 
of space and movement, content Inm, tlmugh (leslilute of stotf, 
power, or character; an e.\(‘('piiou imr-t br rnaVle in favour of lit 
very grand sunrise on the Swis-; Alj* ., r%hildletl in 1844,* whereii 
the artist’s real power was in snme mtsi ane iii.jdayed, though hn 
convinced he is still capahle of di)ing fat ;'u*a,lci thinp.s. Suakoil 
his foliage he is apt to .sa(’riri(’e the «lignity nf his trees to Ikii 
wildness, and lose the fmesl in the eup r ; uriilu'r is he at ill 
accurate enough in his expression of .preics oj re.di/alion of mi 
portions. These are deiiciemdr ., bo it idraavod, td sontiiuail, iia 
of perception, as there arc few wlio njual him in t.ipi<lity of mi 
of material truth.” 


1 Thu (iuie, 1B44, t.htnv. di.n flus >’« "sh" ot {!«»' ucrtin! in MAi 

PaintCEs iu th<* M,‘c:oiid iHliiiMU, P.u'.kui wa-* » i ‘»ca ,iui 1% Ineuaisa liis wsilj 
up Uxlatf?; nut rsuly tip «•< 4. a*' lu ni.au * . - u Ou . .'<4, !ni« in 1 ^laul toll 

own iuurital and religious ptugo- T!u'» i' winO hm! * otn ism uC him 1 
tUnicult; he ih eoaHtantly nultina the K*'’W*d Iihih Itxasah tiin own faiiii 
yours. 
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almost from sunrise to sunset for a whole week, 
studying' boats and sails, ^ their colours in the sun, 
and their glorious reOections in different kinds of 
water. 

Then Ruskin insisted, for some reason or other, 
on g’oing into the Scuola di San Rocco—although 
Harding and everybody else told him that there was 
little to be learned or done there— and justified himself 
by finding a perfect mine of information and inspira- 
tion within its walls. Pnvierlta describes the essay 
and its results exceedingly well, it may be said. 
Few things could tear Ruskin away from the Scuola 
as long as he remained in Venice at all, and he 
compelled everybody of his acquaintance to linger 
in the place along with him. Mr, Boxall, R.A., and 
a Mrs. Jameson, wlio seems to have been a very 
charming woman, arrived in the city, and joined 
themselves frequently to Harding and himself. Mrs. 
Jameson managed occasionally to wean liim away 
from his lonely haunt, and accompany the others to 
the Rialto and out on the Grand Canal, where he 
argued with great vehemence on such questions as 
whether the reflection of a coloured buoy should be 
drawn vertically or obliquely against the slope of the 
wave on whose crest the buoy had risen. Mean- 
while, as he lay in his bed, under his mosquito 

Tlic V^cnelian lishcn'uen apiH*ar ^ a dislincl class by 
themselves, like lluise of Ncwliaveu, and, furthenuoie, to have 
guikls, like tlie incfli.cval vvorkineiu Now the sails of their Ixiats 
are blazoned or embroidered, in certain cases, with the insignia of 
the 'guilds or of the city {(J Turner's Sun qf Vmke Going to 
Sea”), and form a very beautiful Hpeclaclc. 
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Pmteriia, ‘Mnto the faintness and darkness of llie 
underworld.” 

The last part of this year, 1845, was occupied I')}’ 
the second and third volumes of Modern Painfersy 
which were more carefully thoii^ii not more elotjuently 
written than the first liad been ; the work id’ com- 
pleting' the second volume alone, in a final form, 
continued right through the spring of 1846. Tlie 
publication took place in May or in June, we are 
not sure which, and gave to the thinking world all 
that the author liad acquired in tlie dim Scuola in 
Venice ; a great dea .1 was made in tliis volume of 
Tintoretto,i„ and a, great deal of religious painting', 
which latter subject had ratlier fallen into disrepute 
in Britain. 

The issue of the new volume did not produce sucli 
a stir as the issue of the former one luad produced, 
but this, of course, was only to be expected, and ditl 
not irritate or di.sappoint Ruskin or liis admirer.s in 
the very least. On the otlier hand, some of tlie 
critics must have been displeased to find th«at tlie 
author had notliing of any importance to recant 
after his fresh sojourn in Italy, a sojourn which 
many bold persons liad prophesied would reform 
and abash lum. 

The labour of writing had been immense up to 
this time, and another holiday was thought tlesir- 
able. So, as soon as the more pressing ma,. tiers of 
business had been arranged with the puhiisher, the 
whole Ruskin family set ofT once more for the Alpine 
regions. They stayed at Geneva and then passed 
South, and entered Italy by the pass of the Mont 
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Cenis, and were soon in tlie streets of Turin, Vero 
and Venice. Probably on acciMint of tlie heat of ft 
weather, they did not slay lonj^- in any one place' 
and ultimately returned to .SwilzeiiamI, settling’ d^v' 
in the beloved Cliamoimix. At Clnamounix RusldJ 
probably wrote a s'ood de.al of the Seven Ijimhl 
Architecture, and some id’ the rouajii drafts for tk 
Stones of Venice; he ccrtaiiil_v ni;ule a vast numbet 
of exquisite studies of rocks, llowcrs, glaciers, anj 
clouds , indeed, speaking evt cKiuds, it is doubtful 
whether the painter of the sky that llamed higli 
above “The Fighting Tcmeraire" could himself 
portray the soft banners of the heaven with greater 
delicacy than he. * 

One wonders why a man who loved the Alpine 
regions so well, :md liad of them such an inlinite 
understanding, never thought of living in Swifter, 
land for a number of years, making it his head, 
quarters. And perhaps (he answer is that the 
worldly wisdom and kindly ambition of his parents 
kept enforcing upon him the claims of civilization, 

Again, when the party returneil that same year in 
the autumn to Denmtirk Hill, it was fotind that 
Ruskin was now an established liter.ary man of great 
leputation, and that very miK-h would in future be 
expected from him. .Some vears previmisly the 
Scotch poet Pringle had introduced him to Lockhart, 
the son-in-law of Scott; and now l,e>ckhart sought 
out the young lion of the dav and otlered him a 
place on the Quarterly Rnneso, of u hid. he hini.seK 
was at that time editor. The work promised and 
received was a species of glorified revieveing, de. 
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manding* considerable tact, and, later on, leading’ 
to disputation, in cases where Ruskin wished to 
censure severely some piotegc ol the giCiit joinUiil* 
But on the whole the connection was a pleasant one, 
and led to a great deal of social advancement and 
happiness apart from tlie matter of literary progress. 

Social happiness, we say; but there was more 
than social happiness ; tliere was love— love whicli 
brought hope and joy for a little, and then misery, 
possibly sufficient misery to counterbalance all tlie 
benefits that one has mentioned. Lockhart’s daughter, 
Charlotte, a very beautiful woman, completely fas- 
cinated Ruskin on tlie occasion of his meeting her 
at a party, but at the same time would have none 
of him, or pretended tliat slie would have none of 
him, as is the manner of women. He, consumed by 
his passion, and undeterred by her coldness, was yet 
incapable of making love to her in a rational way; 
he tried to astonish and captivate her by pieces of 
fine writing in the Quarterly Reviem, and very 
naturally failed, not liaving to derd with an intense, 
esthetic maiden of a later age. 

It may seem an extraordinary thing, when one 
comes to consider it, that a man like Ruskin should 
never be able to enjoy tlie reciprocal love of a woman ; 
but there is no reason why it should, for great and 
uncommon gifts in men do not nece.ssarily attract 
the other sex, and are, on the contrary, apt to terrify 
them, or at the least 1111 them with uneasiness and 
abasement; Napoleon could command a Continent, 
but not the heart of a woman, and it is commonly 
held that the one empire destroyed, or, rather, pre* 
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commends in Fors Ciavigera as not a bad thini>-, and 
Macdonald was a hii^ii-rninded and pleasant" man, 
very much under the in (1 nonce of the wave of re- 
action that had already set in in University circles 
against the sdiool of the Tractarians on the one 
hand, and against fashionable infidelity on the other. 
The only rift; willrin the lute was the question of 
sport, regarding wliich Ruskin was acquiring views 
more and more pronounced and intractable ; for 
example, when descending Schiehallion, in the com- 
pany of his host and the gamekeepers, bringing a 
hundred or so of living* liares down in sacks as food 
for the tenantry, lie did not like it, and angrily 
speculated all tlie wliile on an improved system of 
game-laws,^ which would put all hares, pheasants, 
and rabbits into the possession of tlie people them- 
selves,- and would not reserve tliem for the coursing 
or “ battue ” of gentlemen. 

Then tlicre fell upon him another deep fit of 
melancholy, and to cure it he found a small jungle 
ot thistles at the loot of the great mountain, and 
devoted himself to tlieir extirpation; he literally sat 
at times like Job or Jeremiah, among* potsherds and 
thorns, not ceasing to speculate on why the universe 
■existed, and whether there were a life after death, 

^ 1 his was the vslu-ji all Oxford men were trying to 

reform sojuetliiim; the game laws was a favourite object. 

If KusKin was opposed to .sport in the alistract, it wns strange 
that it slK>uld make any difierence t<» Ifim whether the landlord or 
his tenants engagml in it. WIdle, if he thought that the working 
classes wovdtl he nume merciful to our flora and fauna than the 
genteel classes, he was mightily mistaken* 
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and what sort of life it mh^‘hi reasonalily be expecte( 
to be. He sat, enjoyino- lbs selfisl) depression 
listening* to the shrieks of cn\’ls, wlioin he felt t( 
be not unlike himself in some respects, 
sepulchral vaults, and cluirchyards were not by ai] 
means out of harmony with his mood; indeed, if 
had stayed in the Scotch Highlands much lonfrei- 
he might have become a secuiul Danle, or a secotii 
hdgat Allan 1 oe. but llesliuy was I’oscrviiH^ hiin 
for other things. ^ 

Something drove him hack to London, whore he 
appears to have shut himscir up, and spent niostof 
his time in working’ at the .Sr'ivv/ Lamps of Anhi- 
tecture and The Shmes of \'e„ ice. “It is work that 
keeps one sane."' And it was xvork that kept liin,, 
sane, without a doubt. 

lie emerged iroin his seclusion, early in 1848,10 
travel with his parents to rertlishire; they probably 
were the guests of the few remaining relatives whom 
diey had there, hut tliey saw a great deal of the 
Grays, a Scotch family that had once lived at Heriit 
Hill, and had now settled in the h’air City. Whether 
Ruskin was really in love wiili liupheinia dray, -or 
whether he even believed himself to be, is open to 
question; but he became engaged to her, and, more 
outwardly successful than in any of his other similar 
experiences, married her jn a parish churdi, early in 
April. Ihe bride, an ainhitious young woman, seems 


‘ Graham Travers in one of her imvel 
“ When Eupheinia Gray hail is, me as a m’Iu 
at Herne Hill, the young .aulhor hail wiiiicn 
fairy story, “The King of the Gohlen Kiver." 


Milii'ili to tiki Kuskiiis 
for her that beautiful 
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to have rejoiced in the match, if only as a step 
upwards in society, which it most certainly was, and 
the honeymoon began and proceeded happily enough. 
The couple travelled through the South of luigland 
and passed over to the North of France, visiting all 
the glorious cathedrals of both regions^ — Sjdisbiiry, 
Chartres, Amiens, most notably. Ruskin unfortun- 
ately was sulfering from lung trouble- most ot the 
time, and this was rather an ominous beginning ot a 
union with a woman who worshipped physical health 
and strengtli, and seems to have been curiously 
unsympathetic toward nervousness and weakness. 
Finally, they returned to London, to Park Street 
West, where he at once engrossed liimsclf in his 
literary and artistic work, making great headway 
with the two new books and the remaining volumes 
of Modern Painiers. 

The Seven Lamjx of Arc/iz/eMnre were 'rriitl), 
Beauty, Power, Sacrifice, Obedience, Labour, 
Memory, and the author tries to attribute what- 
soever is best in all the architecture that comes 
within his scope to the radiance shed by one of tlie 
seven or anotlier. Unfortunately, as Ruskin him- 
self admits, the title and scheme are both extremely 
arbitrary, tlie enumeration and division of the 

' Ku, skill, like William MoitLs, was incHueil to place M'ditmiic 
and Golhie thingH almve Latin and Creek things, ami, like Inm, 
was sliccially fond nf early French architecture. 

rieurisy attacked him at Salislmry, and was very nearly fatal. 
The Cathedral there appetiled to Ruskin, as it Iras avipealerl to so 
many thinking minds. It will be remembered how Lire late Oscar 
Wilde, in a letter to a friend, said, “Go to Salisbury, ymmg man, 
and steep ymir hand.s in the grey twilight of Gothic things.” 
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qualities not being- one that is apparent to the niiini 
prior to reading the work. It lias been said tl' 
Matthew Arnold's definition of conduct as “three 
fourths of life” i.s arbitrary, but it is nothino-^ 
this, for it is a selt-evident fact tliat conduct, ortli” 
right doing of duties, is at least more than ’half of 
life; wherea.s no virtues except rerseverance auj 
Imagination are readil}- associated with Architecture 
while the Lamp of Power might be made to abisorb 
all the other Lamps put together. The book, amid 
many contradictions, exliibits some broad lines of 
thought from which Ruskin never entirely broke 
away; one of these continual postulates is that there 
is a reciprocity between art and morals. This is 
true to a limited extent, but he carries the ideate 
absurdity, notably in some of the works of his 
Socialistic period, such as the i'lvim of Wild Olm 
in which he condemns the iirnament on the cover 
of a Persian Koran as immoral ornament, that was 
probably the work of a sensuous or a treacherous 
man, who preferred curved lines to straight ones, 
And in the Seven Lamps «/* .Lr/i/4v ■/'//re' itself he 
went too far, evidently being inspired to .some 
extent by Plato and his tlieories of the Ileauty of 
Holiness, and tlie Holiness of Reauty. Ruskin 
forgot that although tliere is such il tiling as 
Holy Beauty, the fact does not give anv one 
die liberty to assume an identity of Beauty and 
i i oil ness. ^ 


^ All the Platonisls, or perhaps we i.lHutli! 
Plato, as aistlicte, follow the Creek, in cbtMpit 
a paradoxical position by the .Socratie methotl, 


- 'V ;i.Il lh(‘ disciples of 
11 ;* wht’n driven into 
l>y me;nj!. of initting 
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The style of the Seven Lamps of Archileclure lvcis 
been subject, like thut of most of Ruskiii’s earlier 
works, to very severe criticism from a number of 
foolish persons to whom anything in the way of 
peroration, anything except the shortest ilentences, 
the baldest and most simple Saxon way of stating 
a truth, are highly olTensivc. llis sentences are of 
course long, and the subordinate clauses con- 
sequently very frequent ; in fact, he used up all the 
relative pronouns, so that there were none left 
for Browning. But where would we he without 
■'eloquence? What would we not miss in the loss 
of Hooker’s Ecc/fsiasikal J''olity, of Burke’s speeches 
on the French Revolution, of Gladstone’s periods 
on British foreign policy — we mean in the loss of 
them in their existing form of construction? Surely 
the modern craze for the imitation of America, 
the run upon the stock ot lull stops, is not 
to be allowed to deprive us of writers with styles 
of their own? For there is an evolution in style, 
whereby it may become justifiably more elaborate, 
as the facts to be described subdivide themselves 
from time to time. 

The Seven .Lamps being published in the spring 
of 1849, Ruskin sol olT once more for Switzerland;^ 
he mentions liis lamily a.s being with him most of 

a peculiar meaning npdn the words Beauty, Holiness, M( 3 rality, 
whereas it i.s evident that if the meanings of words that arc the 
representatives of lived cpiantities ami rpialities in the minds of all 
the world aie to be altered to meet a peculiar set of c<jnditions, 110 
one will hnow exactly where he s'amls, 1 ml all contriwersy will 
become like a meeting of iluid masses. 
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the timei (though he had hi.s own carriage to 
behind with, if anything interested him'^speciallT 
but he does not mention iiis u-ife. I n fact so ' 
is he with regard to lier, that but for tlij bio<r,-,ni,“‘ 
Mr. Harriro,. ,md Mr. Colli, J, o,”'* 
36 apt to forget her existence, till lie was reminrt.,) ! 

3f It by the inevitable accounts of the celebrate ^ 
livorce case. * 

To conclude this chapter, we do not know that* 
can do better than introduce some pages from Tk 

" We forgot to mention that he ,11,1 part con.pnny with hi., 
for a time, when travelling with hi.s ul.l cnllei.,' fricml rh ?^ 
Newton, in the St. Gothar.I region. The tw,M i. , ' ’ a,S 
Keae. It was, if we rememher rightly, i„ ,hi, '‘a, i ? 
Kuskm imcfortoolv, in eomiainy witli am.tlier „hl frLn,l, ’liVlnuma 
Oldfield, the filling c,f Uie east win.low of (’amherwell’p! 
Church with painted gla.ss. Ru.sldn'.s .lesigns were e.s.iui.Ik “ 
too elaborate for the place; an, I he gracefully allowed Oldfie’l,! i 
alter them in the direction of .siniuliritv ifwMi iw. » i. • • ^ 

hea,l,a little unrea.sonably. that he wa.s ’not lit t,', umWrml<rsiic“ 

,, I'ossrss a vviinlow alior.eiher hv Tnk 

Isuskin. -Ilns opi.sode (of the alteiniH 'll I'l’i-I,. I-,, 1 i ^ 

began to draw and paint and 

-bsidiary, and endid his days ^ : 
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Seven Lamps of Archiiecture^ which are remarkable 
both for their actual eloquence, and as exhibiting- 
the great powers of assSciation found in the book 
from which they are taken. They are to be found in 
“The Lamp of Memory.” 

“ Among the hours of his life to wliicli tlic writer looks back with 
peculiar gratitude, as having been marked with more than ordinary 
fulness of joy or clearness of leaching, is one passed, now some 
years ago, near time of sunset, among the broken masses of i)ine 
forest which skirt the course of tlie Ain, al)ove the village of Chain- 
pagnole, in the Jura. It is a s|)ot wliicli has all the solemnity, witli 
none of the savagencss of the Alps; where there is a sense of a great 
power beginning to be manifested in the cartli, and of a deep 
and majestic concord in the vise of the long low lines Qfi)iny hills ; the 
first utterance of those mighty mountain symphonies, soon to be more 
loudly lifted and wildly broken along the battlements of tlie Alps. 
But their strength is as yet restrainctl; and the fiir-reacbing ridges 
of pastoral mounlaiii succeed each other, like the long and sighing 
swell which moves over ([uict waters from some tar-oll* stormy sea.” 

“ And there is a deep tenderness pervading that vast monotony. 
The destructive forces and the stern expression of the central ranges 
are alike withdrawn. No frost 'plonglied, dust-cncuml)ered i)alhs of 
ancient glacier fret the soft jura pastures; no splintered heaps of 
ruin break the fair ranks of her forests; no pale, dcfilcnl, or furious 
rivers rend tlieir rude and changeful ways among her rocks. 
Patiently, eddy liy eildy, the clear green streams wind along their 
well-known lieds; and under the dark (piietness of the imdjsturl)cd 
pines there sprung mp, year l)y year, sucli company of joyful llowcrs 
as 1 know not the like of among all the blessings of the cartlh” 

“ It was siifing'time, too; and ;dl were coming forth in clusters 
crowded for very love; there was room enough for all, but they 
crushed their leaves into all manner of strange shapes only to be 
nearer each other. There was the wood anemone, .star after star, 
closing every now and then into nebulm; and there was the oxalis, 
troop by troop, tlie dark vertical clefts in the linie-stone choked up 
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with them, as with licavy snow, and touclicd vvltli ivy on the edge,, 
— ivy as light and lovely as tlie vine; and ever and anoHj a bluj 
gush of violets, and cowslip lie] Is in sunny i daces; and in the more 
open ground, the vetch and comlrey, and tlie wild 'drawlierry, 
a blossom or two, all sliowcrctl amidst, tlie i:n.lden softness of deep, 
warm, amber-coloured moss,” ’ 

“ I came out presently on the edge < the ravine; the solemn 
murmur of its waters rose suddenly (liim lienealh, ndxed with the 
singing of the thrushes among tlie lune boughs; and on the opposhg 
side of the valley, walled all along :is it was Ity gt.iy elilfs of 
stone, there was a hawk sailing slowly oit their brow, touching 
them nearly with Ins wings, and v\ith tin* shadows of the pines 
flickering upon his jduniage Irom aliove; but with a tall ofa huitdred 
fathoms under his lireast, and the (an ling. i>ool:; of the green river 
gliding and glittering dii'.zily lumrath hint, their foam giohes moving 
wdth him as he Hew. 

“It would he difliciilt to eonetdve a scene less depemlent upon 
any other interest than that of its own seelmlt'ii and serious heniilyi 
hut the writer well remembers the .smlden Idankness and chill which 
w^ere cast upon it wlien he endeavoured, in ooler more slrictlylo 
arrive at the sources of its imjnessivenessi, to imagine it, for j 
moment, a scene in some ahorijdnal hnesi nl tin* New ('ontineiit, 
The llowers in an instant lost tlioir lig.ht, tin* river its music; tlic 
hills became oppressively tUrsolate ; a heavines., in the iHiughs oftlie 
darkened forest showed how much n! their former power had been 
dependent uium a life whicli wa , mn thoii , h^w mueh of tl)ei|Iory 
of the imperishable, or continually lenewed, meatitm is rellected 
from things more precious in their nenninii , than it, iu its re- 
newing. 

“Those ever-spi'ing.ing lloweis and r\(a tlMwing. '■.tieain,. had betii 
dyed l,»y the dce[» colours o| human <'ndui.iner, v.di»nr, and viitne; 
and the crests of the salih* hills to. a o-.r .nyiin .t tin* eveiiitie sky 
received ;i deegHU' worship, htwan-e then i.n .iindow . jell (Msiwari 
over the iron wall of jotix ;nul llir l.mi ' piare l.erp i.t Cransmi.” 

is as the centruli/ation and | o tc !i <- . , td ihi ..wied iuihicnce 
that architecture is to he regnrdrd by u-. wjtii the most serious 
thought. Wc may live without lin, .md v. u Jiip withunt her, but 


77 


JOHN RUSK IN. 

we cannot remember without her. How cold is nil history, how 
lifeless all imaRcry, comparcil to that which the living nation writes, 
nj the imcorrupted inarhle hears! I low inany pages of doubtful 
record might we not often spare, for a few stones lelt one uiion 
another! The ambition of the old Hahel builders was well directed 
for this world : there are hut two strong eonqiierors of the forgetlul- 
ness of men, I'oetry and Architecture ; ami the latUir in some sort 
includes the former, ami is mightier in its reality : it is well to have, 
not only what men have thought and felt, hut what their hands 
have handled, and their strength wrought, and their eyes beheld, 
all the days of their life.” 

“The age of Homer is .surrounded with darkne.ss, his very 
personality ’with doubt. Not so that of I’ericles : and the day is 
coming when we shall eonfe.ss, that we have Icarnoil more of (irecce 
out onhe crumbled fragments of her sculpture than even from her 
sweet .singers or soldier historians. And it indeed Iheic lie any 
profit in our knowledge of the intst, or any joy in the thought ot 
being rememlicred hereafter, wliieh can give strength to present 
exertion, or ])atieuce to ]>reseut endurance, there arc two duties 
respecting national arcViilecture whose importance it is impossible 
to overrate: the first, to render tlie architecture of the day 
historical; and the second, to preserve, as the most precious of 
inheritances, that of past age.s.” 



